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S^ARE  OF   THE  FOWLER. 

CHAPTER    XL 

LE   MOT   DE   L'jSNIGME. 

It  is  to  be  doubted  if  any  one  of  those  high- 
minded  persons  who  consider  gold  to  be  dross, 
and  the  coin  of  the  realm  filthy  lucre,  ever  tried 
to  go  about  without  a  penny  in  his  pocket  — 
literally  without  even  a  halfpenny  to  keep  the 
devil  from  dancing   in  that  cul-de-sac. 

Granted  that  some  princely  millionaire  given  to 
experimental  philosophy  lodged,  fed,  and  clothed 
him  sumptuously  every  day,  providing  even  a  morn- 
ing paper  and  a  subscription  at  Mudie's  to  supply 
hhn  w^ith  mental  pabulum,  would  it  not  be 
humiliating  to  seek  in  vain  within  the  coinless 
trouser  or  waistcoat  pocket  for  wherewithal  to  reward 
the  industrious  crossing-sweeper  or  a  shilling  to  secure 
h 
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a  lift  in  the  ubiquitous  hansom  ?  Every  heart  would 
answer  "Yes."  To  be  moneyless  is  to  be  helpless, 
imprisoned,  degraded,  fettered,  undone. 

So  felt  Myra  Dallas  as  she  sat  brooding  over 
some  needlework  given  her  by  her  aunt,  a  couple 
of  weeks  after  Leyton's  visit  to  Mrs.  Keene.  She 
felt  she  had  nothing  to  complain  of;  her  aunt 
was  kind,  if  somewhat  silent,  and  certainly  not  a 
very  cheerful  companion.  She  had  good  food, 
nice,  well-made  clothes,  a  comfortable  house  to 
live  in,  and — what  to  many  people  would  be  the 
crowning  excellence  of  her  lot — a  good-looking, 
young  admirer  ready  to  sigh  at  her  feet  on  the 
smallest  possible  provocation ;  yet  her  absolute 
pennilessness  spoiled  everything.  She  scarcely  liked 
to  go  outside  the  house  when  she  had  not  a 
farthing  wherewith  to  pay  a  cab  fare,  or  procure 
any  of  the  trifles  of  which  everyone  has  need, 
while  to  ask  Mrs.  Dallas  for  anything  that  cost 
money  was  utterly  repulsive  to  her.  What !  Ask 
more  when  she  was  given  so  much  ?  The  sense 
of  helplessness  had  been  eating  her  heart  for 
some  time,  but  on  this  particular  morning  it  had 
reached   a   despairing   pitch,   and  for   the  first   time 
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Myra  had  confessed  to  herself  that  she  wished — 
oh,  how  ardently ! — that  she  had  stayed  with  Mrs. 
Fairchild,  no  matter  how  dreary  the  place  or  how 
hard  the  work.  What  a  fortune  five  pounds  a 
quarter  with  freedom  seemed  to  her  now !  Then 
there  was  her  aunt's  allowance ;  she  would  have 
given  some  of  it  probably  had  Myra  elected  to 
remain  at  Ruby  Lodge.  But  the  idea  of  refusing 
the  proposition  to  become  the  adopted  daughter 
of  Mrs.  Dallas  had  never  crossed  her  mind;  she 
could  not  have  conceived  that  she  would  have 
been  by  degrees  so  "cribbed,  cabined,  and  con- 
fined "  as  she  was.  The  toils  which  entwined 
her  were  soft,  as  though  the  cords  were  enwrapped 
with  cotton-wool,  and  yet  they  held  her  fast. 

Mrs.  Dallas  never  said  her  nay,  yet  she  gradu- 
ally found  that  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  do 
anything  she  desired— at  any  rate,  in  the  way 
she  wished  to  do  it.  When  she  wished  to  see 
Mrs.  Keene  or  Mrs.  Fairchild,  her  aunt  first  post- 
poned the  visit  as  long  as  she  could,  and  then  ac- 
companied her  niece. 

On  rare  occasions  she  was  permitted  to  go  out 
with  Dorothea  in  the  morning,  or  to  spend  an 
h  2 
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hour  playing  her  accompaniments ;  otherwise  she 
saw  no  one  save  Mrs.  Dallas  and  her  son.  At 
first  she  rather  enjoyed  going  to  concerts  and 
theatres  with  the  latter,  for  which  amusements 
Mrs.  Dallas  was  always  ready  to  gi:ant  permission. 
But  Lionel  was  apt  to  grow  too  familiar  during 
their  return  journeys,  while  her  repulses  generally 
angered  him,  and  made  things  unpleasant  on  the 
following  day. 

Formerly  Lionel's  avowals  of  admiration  only 
amused  or  nettled  her.  Now  she  felt  fear  and 
disgust,  especially  as  she  grew  to  notice  that,  in- 
stead of  being  displeased  with  her  son  for  his 
attentions  to  Myra,  Mrs.  Dallas  gave  him  every 
opportunity  of  being  alone  with  her.  A  strange 
sense  of  insecurity  grew  upon  her  day  by  day. 
She  reasoned  against  it  and  chased  it  away,  only 
for  it  to  return  more  strongly  than  before. 

All  this  time  she  longed  to  see  Leyton  with 
an  intensity  that  made  heart  and  head  ache. 
Twice  she  had  observed  his  card  when  she  came 
in  from  walking  or  driving  with  her  aimt,  and  on 
exclaiming  how  unfortunate  it  was  to  be  always 
out  when  he   called,  Mrs.  Dallas  said  with   a  sneer 
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that  if  he  really  wanted  to  find  them  at  home 
he  would  not  call  at  the  time  when  they  were 
least  likely  to  be  in,  adding,  "But  he  has  kept 
his  promise  to  the  ear " — a  remark  which  rankled 
long  in  her  mind. 

If  she  did  not  see  Ley  ton,  however,  she  heard 
a  great  deal  of  him  from  Dorothea,  who  had 
formed  what  she  considered  a  romantic  attach- 
ment to  him,  which  she  chose  to  believe  was 
reciprocated.  She  quite  bewildered  poor  Myra 
with  her  confidences,  and  convinced  her  that  only 
his  pride  held  Jack  Leyton  back  from  being  her 
avowed  suitor.  That  he  should  be  attracted  by 
such  a  perambulating  puppet  was  an  endless 
source  of  wonder  to  Myra,  but  what  did  she  know 
about  the  world  of  men  and  women  ? 

As  Myra  sat  pondering  these  things  sadly 
enough,  while  she  stitched  some  delicate  lawn  cuflPs 
for  Mrs.  Dallas,  who  for  a  wonder  had  gone  out 
alone,  the  door  opened  to  admit  Mrs.  Dwyer. 

The  gaunt  landlady  had  always  shown  an  un- 
usual degree  of  kindly  attention  to  "  the  poor 
colonel's  niece,"  as  she  always  termed  Myra  when 
she    spoke  of  her.     At    present   she   carried    a  tray 
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on  which  stood  a  large  cup  of  tea  and  a  plate  of 
thin  bread-and-butter. 

"I  thought  you  would  be  glad  of  a  cup  of 
tea,  miss,"  she  said,  placing  the  tray  on  a  little 
table  and  carrying  the  whole  thing  over  to  Myra's 
side. 

"  I  am,  indeed !  Thank  you  very  much.  You 
are  always  very  good  to  me,"  returned  Myra 
gently,  with  a  grateful  glance  at  the  speaker. 

"  Is  it  to  your  liking  ? "  pursued  Mrs.  Dwyer, 
lingering. 

"  Yes ;  very  much.  Won't  you  stay  a  little  bit 
with  me  ?     I  am  all  alone." 

"  So  I  see,  miss,"  said  Mrs.  Dwyer,  selecting 
the  highest  and  hardest  of  the  chairs.  "  Well, 
so7}ietimes  one's  own  company  is  best.  Are  you 
quite  well,  miss  ?  You  look  pale  and  worrited 
like." 

"  Thank  you,  Mrs.  Dwyer,  I  am  quite  well ;  and 
I  really  have  nothing  to  worry  me." 

"  Well,  that's  a  blessing,  anyhow.  I  thought  you 
was  lying  down  with  a  headache,  or  I  should  have 
let  the  gentleman  in." 

"  Gentleman  !     What  gentleman  ?  "  cried  Myra,  a 
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dreadful  spasm  of  fear  making  her  pulses  surge 
for  a  moment. 

"  The  gentleman  who  has  called  so  often — as 
Mrs.  Dallas  has  told  me  never  to  let  in,  especially 
if  you  was  alone,  for  he  is  a  bit  queer." 

"  Why,"  cried  Myra,  clasping  her  hands,  "  you 
don't  mean  Mr.  Ley  ton  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  that's  the  name." 

"Oh,  why — why — why  did  you  send  him  away?" 
cried  Mp-a,  starting  up  in  her  despair.  "  How  long 
ago  ?     Could  I  catch  him  ?  " 

"  Stay,  miss,"  as  she  ran  to  the  door.  "  It's 
more  than  twenty  minutes  since  I  sent  him  away. 
Dear !  dear !  I  am  that  sorry.  I  did  not  know 
he  was  a  friend  of  yours,  miss,  or  he  should 
have  come  in,  I  promise  you.  Don't  you  take  on 
so." 

For  this  last  terrible  blow  was  too  much,  and 
Myra,  sitting  do^vn  again,  laid  her  head  on  the 
table  and  burst  into  bitter  tears. 

"  He  was  my  father's  friend,"  she  sobbed,  "  and 
the  only  old  friend  I  have  in  all  this  wilderness 
of  people." 

"  Well,  never   mind,  miss.     You  tell  him  to  call 
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again;  and  I'll  see  there's  a  mistake  made,  so  that 
he  gets  in." 

"It  is  all  no  use,"  said  Myra,  suddenly  growing 
calm  with  despair,  and  wiping  her  eyes.  "  We  can 
never  meet  again.  Everything  is  against  me" 
Then,  observing  the  keen  curiosity  with  which 
Mrs.  Dwyer  was  listening  and  looking,  she  thought 
it  necessary  to  offer  some  explanation.  "  My  aunt 
is  very  good  to  me,  you  know ;  but  perhaps  I  miss 
my  young  companions  at  the  school,  and — and — 
regular  work,  and  I  get  low  and  fanciful.  You — 
you'll  not  mention  my  foolish  w^eakness,  Mrs. 
Dwyer  ?  I  should  be  so  much  obliged  to  you  if 
you  will  say  nothing  about  it." 

"  No,  miss.  You  needn't  warn  one.  I  would 
not  say  a  word  about  it,  not  for  a  hundred 
pounds  -  that  I  wouldn't !  And  don't  you  either, 
miss.  If  you'll  excuse  the  liberty,  I  would  say, 
'  Keep  friends  with  Mrs.  Dallas — it  won't  do  to 
offend  her.'  I  know  it  may  be  venturesome  of 
me  to  speak ;  but  I  have  seen  better  days  and 
no  end  of  trouble,  and  I  can  see  a  good  deal  more 
than  people  think;  and  were  I  you,  miss,  I'd  keep 
very  pleasant  with  both  Mrs.  Dallas  and  Mr.  Ashby." 
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Poor  Myra  felt  distracted  for  a  moment,  be- 
tween a  dim  sense  that  she  ought  not  to  be  too 
confidential  with  her  aunt's  landlady  and  a 
burning  desire  to  know  what  she  was  hinting  at. 

"What  do  you  see,  Mrs.  Dwyer?"  she  asked, 
after  looking  earnestly  at  her  for  an  instant.  "  I 
feel  rather  miserable — I  don't  know  why — and  you 
almost  frighten  me." 

"I'd  be  loth  to  do  so,  miss,  though  it  might 
be  kinder  to  say  what  I  think.  Only  if  /  trust 
you,  you  mustn't  let  on  to  Mrs.  Dallas.  It  would 
be  bad  for  us  both  if  you  did." 

"I — I  would  never  say  a  word — you  must  feel 
that." 

"Well,  I  do,  miss;  for  you  seem  a  real  lady." 

"  Then  what  do  you  see  ? "  repeated  Myra,  a 
little  impatiently. 

"That  they  never  let  no  one  next  or  nigh  you 
but  their  own  two  selves." 

"That  is  because  my  aunt  is  still  too  sad  to 
see  many  people,  and  she  is  rather  too  careful 
about  letting  me  out  alone,"  returned  Myra,  de- 
termined to  uphold  Mrs.  Dallas.  It  was  a  comfort, 
too,  to  resist  her  own  vague  dread. 
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"Ay,  that  she  is,  miss,"  emphatically;  "but  in 
the  colonel's  time  she  never  minded  how  late  it 
was  when  you  tramped  back  to  St.  John's  Wood. 
She  didn't  know  that  her  son  stole  out  a  while 
before  to  walk  with  you.  She'd  have  made  a  nice 
row  if  she  did.  Why  are  you  more  precious  now 
than  you  were  ? "  this  with  an  indescribably  in- 
terrogative bend  of  the  head  to  one  side. 

"You  see,  Mrs.  Dwyer,  my  aunt  had  some 
reason  to  think  I  was  an  ill-natured  mischief- 
maker  at  that  time,  so " 

"  You  ?  Is  it  you  ? "  with  a  scornful,  incredu- 
lous, upward  toss  of  the  chin.  "  If  she  believed 
that,  she  is  not  the  woman  /  take  her  for  Well, 
why  won't  she  let  this  gentleman — as  looks  like 
a  gentleman — come  in  to  see  you  ? " 

"Oh,  I  don't  know.  I  daresay  she  thinks  she 
has  some  good  reason." 

"  Ah !  Well,  miss,  if  you  have  made  up  your 
mind  to  think  her  an  angel,  it's  no  use  my  speak- 
ing.    Indeed,  it  ain't  very  wise  of  me  to  do  so." 

"  Perhaps  I  ought  not  to  listen,  though  you 
may  be  very  sure  I  will  never  say  a  word  about 
what  you   say.     You   ought   to   know,   Mrs.    Dwyer, 
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that  I  am  very,  very  poor.  Indeed,  I  have  no  money 
at  all ;  and  though  my  aunt  treats  me  like  a 
daughter,  I  am  dependent  on  her  charity." 

Mrs.  Dwyer  paused  and  slowly  raised  her  eyes 
from  the  floor  till  they  met  Myra's  with  a  warning 
look,  then  she  said  impressively  in  a  low  tone, 
"  That's  just  the  queerest  thing  about  it !  " 

"  You  are  kind  yourself,  Mrs.  Dwyer,"  said  Myra, 
gravely.  "Why  do  you  doubt  the  kindness  of 
others  ? " 

"  Because  I  have  lived  longer  than  you  have, 
miss.  I'll  say  no  more  about  Mrs.  Dallas;  but  I 
will  say — for  it's  my  duty — that,  though  he  can 
be  nice  and  smooth  and  elegant,  young  Mr.  Ash  by 
ain't  nice  really.  He  ain't  a  gentleman.  He's  a 
regular  limb !  Why,  there's  my  Sarah's  brother ; 
he's  a  waiter  at  the  Melford  Anns — it's  the  public- 
house  near  the  station — and  my  young  gentleman 
is  there  often  and  often  ;  and  plays  billiards,  and 
bets  on  the  game ;  he  loses  heaps  of  money,  and 
wins  a  lot,  too,  sometimes.  He  ain't  nice  by  no 
manner  of  means !  He  is  desperate  fond  of  you, 
miss,  but  don't  you  have  nothing  to  say  to  him  ! 
that  I'll  stick  to." 


12  THE  SNARE  OF  THE  FOWLER. 

"I  am  very,  very  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so, 
Mrs.  Dwyer.     It  is  very  bad  for  my  poor  aunt !  " 

"  I  don't  think  she  knows  nothing  of  it,  though 
I  beheve  she  is  real  fond  of  him.  More  fool  she ! 
Now,  Miss  Dallas,  you  may  think  me  a  meddle- 
some fool,  or  not,  as  you  like;  there  is  one  thing 
I  do  ask  you  to  do,  and  beg  you  will  be  guided 
by  me.  I  went  into  your  room  this  morning  to 
put  a  new  cord  to  your  blind,  and  I  see  that 
beautiful  sapphire  ring  lying  on  your  dressing-table." 

"  Yes !  It  was  careless  of  me ;  but  I  was  a  little 
late,  and  forgot  it." 

"Well,  miss,  you  take  my  advice:  neither  wear 
it,  nor  leave  it  about,  nor  yet  put  it  in  your  drawer. 
You  take  a  bit  of  narrow  ribbon  and  hang  it 
round  your  neck,  under  your  gown,  and  never 
let  anyone  know  nothing  about  it.  It's  too  much 
of  a  temptation  for  people,  such  things  lying  about  " 
— this  in  a  most  significant  tone. 

"  Yes,  of  course !  But  then  Sarah  is  so  honest 
and  respectable  ! " 

"  So  she  is,  miss.  But  there  are  more  people 
in  the  house  besides  Sarah !  I  have  a  charwoman 
twice  a  week ;    not  that   she   would   touch   it,  poor 
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soul ;  but — "  solemnly — "  that  ring  is  worth  twenty 
pounds,  at  least,  and — noticing  is  safe  from  the 
clutch  of  a  gambler  !  " 

Myra  laughed.  ''Why,  Mrs.  Dwyer,  do  you 
think  Mr.  Ashby  would  steal  ? " 

"  God  knows,  miss  !  "  Then,  with  earnest  entreaty, 
"  Will  you  do  as  I  ask  you,  miss  ?  You'll  be 
sorry  if  you  do  not ! " 

"  I   think   you    are    a    little    fond    of    me, ,  Mrs. 

Dwyer.     I   will   do   it   to   please  you,  only "  she 

paused  and  coloured. 

"  /  know,  miss.  You  have  no  ribbon,  nor  a 
penny  to  buy  it  with.  I'll  bring  you  some  narrow 
black  silk  braid,  it  will  do  as  well."  She  hurried 
away,  leaving  Myra  full  of  amazement,  yet  some- 
what tranquillised. 

To  take  out  one's  dim  terrors,  and  hold  them 
up  to  the  daylight,  does  much  to  diminish  them. 

Mrs.  Dwyer  quickly  returned.  "  There,  miss, 
you  put  it  in  your  pocket,  and  go  put  the  ring 
round  your  neck,  and  never  let  no  one  cast  an  eye 
on  it.  If  either  of  them  asks  for  it,  say  you  lost 
it.  Hold  on  to  it  tight;  it  means  twenty  pounds, 
any  way." 


14       THE  SNARE  OF  THE  FOWLEB. 

"  I  could  not  say  that !  "  smiling.  "  But  they 
will  not  think  of  it." 

"  Don't  you  be  too  sure !  Hey,  that's  her  ring ; 
ain't  she  in  a  hurry !  The  peg's  in  the  latch.  I  hate 
people  creeping  in  with  a  key.  You  must  not  see 
her  now.  Gather  up  your  work,  miss,  and  go  to 
your  room;  it's  warm  here  with  the  big  fire.  As 
soon  as  you're  up  I'll  open  the  door.  Tie  on  the 
ring  at  once,  and  be  sewing  hard  by  the  time  she 
gets  up;  don't  be  in  a  hurry."  A  second  peal  of 
the  bell  resounded  before  Mrs.  Dwyer,  with  much 
deliberation  and  a  stohd  face,  opened  the  door. 

"  Did  you  not  know  I  took  the  key  ? "  cried 
Mrs.  Dallas  impatiently,  with  an  angry  light  in 
her  eyes. 

''Yes, 'm.  That  stupid  Sarah  has  been  cleaning 
here.  She  must  have  put  in  the  peg,  for  fear  the 
door  might  be  opened  on  a  sudden." 

Mrs.  Dallas  looked  keenly  and  suspiciously  around. 

"Anyone  called?"  she  asked. 

"  Yes,  'm,  that  Mr.  Leyton,"  handing  her  a  card. 

"Did  he  ask  for  Miss  Dallas?" 

"  Yes,  'm." 

"  You  didn't  let  him  in  ?  " 
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"  Law,  no,  ma'am  ! " 

"  Nor  mention  him  to  her  ?  " 

"Certainly  not,  ma'am,  on  no  account." 

"  Very  right !  He  is  not  exactly  a  desirable 
acquaintance  for  my  son."  By  this  time  she  had 
.opened  the  dining-room  door. 

"  Where  is  Miss  Dallas  ?  "  imperiously. 

"  In  her  room,  'm,  I  think.  Leastways,  I  met 
her  going  upstairs  half  an  hour  ago ;  she  said  it 
was  rather  w^arm  in  the  dining-room.' 

Mrs.  Dallas's  face  relaxed,  and  she  turned  into 
the  room,  while  Mrs.  Dwyer  went  on  kitchenwards. 
"  Icy  creatures  need  cold,"  she  thought  with  a  con- 
temptuous curl  of  her  fuU  lip.  "  This  room  is 
quite  comfortable."  A  couple  of  notes  lay  on  the 
chimney-piece.     She  opened  one. 

"  Another  invitation  from  Lady  Shirland ;  she 
is  most  friendly.  I  wish  I  could  go.  It  is  just 
what  I  wanted,  this  admission  into  the  inner  circle 
of  her  acquaintance;  but  I  must  not.  Not  till  this 
business  is  finished.  If  I  do  not  go  out,  Myra  cannot 
go  without  me  !  Heavens,  how  difficult  it  aU  is, 
and  how  swiftly  time  goes !  I  thought  all  would 
have   been   finished   by   this.     From    Lionel,"    look- 
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ing  at  the  second  note,  "  what  can  he  want !  "      She 
tore  it  open,  and  read : — 

"  My  Dearest  Mother, — As  I  am  going  to  annoy  you, 
I  write  to  avoid  a  scene.  Can  you,  and  will  you,  advance 
me  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds?  asking  no  questions, 
until  we  complete  our  grand  coujy.  I  am  in  sore  need,  and 
I  know  you  have  the  money.  Leave  a  line  on  my  bedroom 
mantelpiece — to  say  '  Yes.'  I  shall  not  be  in  till  late.  We 
must  hurry  up.     Ever  your  attached  son — L.  Ashby." 

Mrs.  Dallas  read  this  missive  with  pale  cheeks 
and  blazing  eyes ;  then  she  read  it  again,  and 
crushed  it  in  her  hands. 

"  A  hundred  and  fifty  pounds,"  she  murmured. 
"  What  can  he  want  with  such  a  sum  ?  It  is  not 
so  long  since  I  gave  him  a  hundred.  He  does  not 
seem  to  have  any  extravagant  habits.  His  fancy 
for  Myra  keeps  him  straight  in  some  directions.  My 
God  !  does  he  gamble  ?  It  is  in  his  blood.  If  he 
does,  hope,  ambition,  everything  is  over.  A  dose 
of  chloroform  would  be  the  wisest  ending.  No, 
Lionel,  you  shall  not  rob  me — you  shall  not  have 
a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  unless  I  know  why 
and  wherefore." 

She  sat  down   to    her  writing-table,   and   traced 
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a  few  lines,  which  she  put  into  an  envelope  and 
addressed  to  her  son.  Then  she  rose,  went  to  his 
bedroom,  which  was  on  the  same  floor,  and  placed 
it  on  his  chimney-piece. 

"I  must  see  what  Myra  is  about.  That  girl 
puzzles  me,"  mused  Mrs.  Dallas,  as  she  slowly 
mounted  the  stairs.  '*  She  is  gentle  and  accommo- 
dating, but  there  is  something  in  her  mind,  or 
whatever  we  think  with,  that  I  cannot  get  at;  and 
no  one  can  completely  influence  another  as  long  as 
a  mental  nook  or  corner  is  hidden.  I  feel  that 
she  does  not  trust  me  as  she  did,  yet  I  am  certain 
no  one  has  had  a  chance  of  counteracting  my  in- 
fluence. No.  Has  she  seen  or  done  anything  un- 
known to  me  ?  She  is  stupidly  frank ;  it  would 
be  difficult  for  her  to  tell  a  lie — now,  at  least ; 
once  she  began,  a  little  practice  would  make  it 
easy  enough.  And  why  is  she  not  in  love  with 
Lionel  ?  Women  are  ready  enough  to  like  him. 
She  is  just  at  the  age,  too,  when  a  lover  is  almost 
a  necessity.  Lionel  must  be  a  charming  lover.  It 
would  be  better  if  he  were  a  little  more  senti- 
mental ;  these  cold,  fanciful  Northern  women  don't 
know    what    they    want      He   must   teach  her.      I 
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hope  she  is  not  going  to  give  me  much  trouble, 
or  the  sort  of  hking  I  had  for  her  will  turn  to 
dislike,  which  will  make  the  part  I  have  to  act 
much  harder."  These  reflections  brought  her  to 
Myra's  door,  which  stood  half  open. 

Myra  was  sitting  by  the  open  window,  her 
workbox  and  the  strips  of  fine  cambric  she  was 
stitching  on  a  small  table  beside  her.  She  was 
paler  than  she  used  to  be,  and  to-day  her  lips 
looked  white. 

"My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas  kindly,  "you 
ought  not  to  sit  in  a  draught." 

"  I  do  not  feel  it,"  returned  Myra,  meeting  her 
eyes  with  a  smile  and  also  a  slight  increase  of 
colour. 

"  Nevertheless,  it  is  not  safe.  /  should  catch 
my  death  of  cold  if  I  sat  there  ten  minutes,  but " 
— a  sigh — "you  are  young,  dear,  with  all  the 
strength  that  youth  and  bright  hopes  can  give, 
and  I  am  beginning  to  feel  the  wear  and  tear  of 
a  rather  disappointed  life.  Come  down  with  me, 
Myra.     I  miss  you  when  you  are  not  by  me." 

"  No  one  sees  much  sign  of  wear  and  tear 
about   you,   aunt,"  said  Myra,  looking    at  her  with 
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genuine  admiration.  "  Many  a  young  girl  would 
be  thankful  to  look  as  well  as  you  do" — and  she 
gathered  up  her  work  in  preparation  for  her 
return  to  the  dining-room. 

Nothing  facilitated  the  task  of  doing  the 
amiable  which  Mrs.  Dallas  for  some  reason  had 
set  herself  like  Myra's  appreciation  of  her  good 
looks.  Flattery  was  very  sw^eet  to  her  semi- 
Oriental  nature,  and  when  Myra  spoke  thus  she 
felt  a  passing  emotion  of  benevolence  towards 
her. 

"  Go  on  down,  dear,"  she  said.  "  I  will  leave 
my  bonnet  and  cloak  in  my  room." 

When  Mrs.  Dallas  joined  Myra,  she  took  up 
the  newspaper,  and  after  looking  steadily  and 
softly  at  her  niece,  observed : — 

"  I  am  not  at  all  satisfied  with  your  looks, 
Myra;  you  have  no  colour  at  all." 

"  I  never  had  much,  aunt." 

"  True ;  but  you  are  pale  with  a  difference, 
and  your  eyes  are  heavy,  especially  this  morning. 
Nothing  has  occurred  to  disturb  you  ?  You  have 
not  seen  anyone?" 

"  No,  indeed,  nothing ;  nor  have  I  seen  anyone " 
c  2 
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— but  the  memory  of  her  conversation  with  Mrs. 
Dwyer  sent  the  quick  tell-tale  blood  into  Myra's 
cheeks. 

"  You  will  be  quite  confidential  with  me,  dear ! " 
continued  Mrs,  Dallas.  "  I  try  to  be  a  mother  to 
you,  to  atone  for  my  past  errors ;  all  I  ask  in 
return  is  that  you  should  be  a  confiding  daughter." 

"  Oh,  yes — certainly  ;  whenever  I  have  anything 
to  confide,"  said  Myra,  laughing  good-humouredly. 

"  She  is  hiding  something,"  was  Mrs.  Dallas's 
mental  comment. 

When  Leyton  was  sent  away  sorely  disap- 
pointed from  Melford  Road,  he  turned  his  steps 
towards  Caterham  Gardens,  and  walked  for  a  few 
minutes  in  a  slow  and  undecided  manner  until  his 
attention  was  caught  by  a  face  in  a  passing 
brougham. 

"  By  all  that's  lucky ! "  he  exclaimed,  half  aloud, 
"  the  angelic  Dorothea.  Driving  away  from  home, 
too ;  means  she  is  going  out  to  luncheon  some- 
where. Shall  I  venture  to  call  on  Lady  Shirland 
at  this  early  hour?  Yes,  she  is  always  uncom- 
monly good  to  me,  and,  any  way,  I'll  risk  it." 
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Quickening  his  pace,  he  pressed  on. 

Lady  Shirland  was  at  home,  and  sitting  some- 
what wearily  in  the  pretty  room  generally  used 
by  her  step-daughter  and  herself  in  the  morning. 
She  had  let  the  Times  drop  from  her  hand,  and 
sat  drowsily  thinking  over  the  past  and  present. 
Life,  on  the  whole,  had  been  a  weariness  to  her. 
She  had  been  always  poor,  though  high  -  born, 
and  her  poverty  had  always  been  in  her  way. 
In  her  bright  girlhood  she  had  been  more  in  love 
than  she  ever  acknowledged,  even  to  herself, 
with  an  equally  well-born  and  penniless  young 
Hussar. 

They  were  not  sentimentalists.  They  understood 
each  other,  and  heartily  regretted  the  impossibility 
of  maiTiage  in  their  circumstances.  He  went  away 
somewhere,  and  straightway  forgot  his  passing  fancy, 
marrying  a  rich  woman  and  thriving  to  his  heart's 
content.  Her  memory  lasted  longer,  and  pervaded 
her  being  with  a  faint,  sweet  perfume  of  bygone 
delicious  possibilities,  like  that  of  the  dried  rose 
leaves  and  spice  in  pot-pourri. 

Then,  after  a  good  many  years,  she  went  and 
did    likewise,    only    her   husband    had    more    ranlv. 
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than  wealth;  and  when,  after  some  years  of  nur- 
sing and  kindly  care,  he  left  her — no  longer  young, 
and  by  no  means  rich  for  her  station  —  she 
accepted  the  plebeian  Browne,  who  wished  to  give 
his  adored  daughter  a  titled  chaperon. 

Lady  Shirland  secured  a  good  settlement  on 
the  tacit  understanding  that  she  was  to  do  her 
best   to   arrange   a  brilliant   marriage   for  Dorothea. 

At  the  end  of  that  young  lady's  second  season 
the  paternal  Browne  took  ill  and  died,  and  Lady 
Shirland  found  herself  hampered  with  a  daughter 
not  exactly  after  her  own  heart.  Years  had  tamed 
what  social  ambition  she  had  once  possessed;  and 
although  she  paid  her  share  of  the  house-keeping, 
residence  with  the  wealthy  Dorothea  secured  the 
free  use  of  many  luxuries  and  the  power  of  saving 
a  good  slice  of  her  income,  There  were  times 
when  Lady  Shirland  longed  for  peace ;  for  a  real 
home  of  her  own  and  a  more  congenial  com- 
panion than  the  accomplished  Dorothea. 

"Mr.  Leyton,"  said  the  footman. 

"  Dear  me  ! "  cried  Lady  Shirland,  rousing  her- 
self with  a  start.  "I  am  very  glad  to  see  you. 
But  has  anything  gone  wrong?" 
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"  Nothing  —  unless  I  am  wrong  in  presenting 
myself  at  this  improper  hour.  It  is  so  long  since 
I  saw  you  that,  being  in  this  neighbourhood, 
though  at  an  ungodly  hour,  I  thought  you  might 
admit  me." 

"You  are  a  good  boy  not  to  pass  me  by.  I 
am  all  alone;  and  it  is  a  godsend  to  have  a 
pleasant  companion,"  said  Lady  Shirland,  ringing 
the  bell,  which  was  immediately  answered. 
"  Thomas,  Mr.  Leyton  will  stay  to  lunch.  You 
will,  of  course  ? " 

"Well,  yes;   with  great  pleasure." 

"Now,  pray,  tell  me  how  comes  it  that  you 
have  not  been  near  us  for  an  age  ? " 

"  1  have  been  a  slave  of  the  brush  for  some 
weeks.     The  light  has  been  good,  and " 

"You  had  better  make  up  your  mind  to  be  a 
slave  of  the  ring,"  interrupted  Lady  Shirland, 
"  Do  you  know  you  are  a  young  man  I  have  no 
patience  with  ? " 

"  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so.  May  I 
ask  why?" 

"  I  will  tell  you  when " 

"  Luncheon  is  ready,  my  lady,"  said  the  footman. 
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"  When  I  have  recruited  exhausted  nature," 
added  Lady  Shirland,  rising  and  taking  Leyton's 
arm. 

The  first  fifteen  minutes  were  very  properly 
devoted  to  the  duties  of  the  table — duties  never 
neglected  by  Lady  Shirland,  who  loved  dainty 
dishes.  Nor  was  Jack  Leyton  an  unappreciative 
guest. 

"  How  is  Miss  Browne  ? "  he  asked,  when  the 
servants  had  withdrawn. 

"  Yery  ill,"  returned  the  dowager,  "  and  much 
occupied.  She  has  found  a  new  doctor  and  a 
new  disorder." 

"Perhaps  one  brought  on  the  other,"  suggested 
Leyton. 

"  I  will  not  commit  myself.  Eeally  Dorothea 
is  a  dear,  affectionate  girl,  and  has  a  crowd  of  good 
qualities.  Her  only  little  follies  are  about  her 
health  and  her  taste  for  quacks.  She  has  a  feminine 
longing  to  put  faith  in  some  man.  If  she  had  a 
sensible  husband  we  should  hear  no  more  of 
these  fads.     She  would  be  a  devoted  wife." 

"No  doubt,"  said  Leyton,  with  an  indescribable 
glance  at  his  hostess. 
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"  You  would  like  a  cigarette.  Pray,  don't  mind 
me." 

"  Couldn't  think  of  it,  Lady  Shirland." 

"  Nonsense !  Men  always  smoke  when  they 
come  here.  We  should  have  been  woefully  shocked 
at  such  a  thing  when  I  was  young ;  but,  dear 
me !  the  shocks  of  yesterday  are  the  soothings  of 
to-day.  Tell  me  what  brought  you  to  the  neigh- 
bourhood so  early." 

"  A  very  fruitless  errand — an  attempt  to  find 
Mrs.  and  Miss  Dallas  at  home." 

"  Well,  you  succeeded  this  time  ? " 

Leyton  shook  his  head. 

"  Mrs.  Dallas  was  here  this  morning  for  a 
moment  en  iiassant  She  left  some  Indian  em- 
broidery for  Dorothea  to  copy,  or  some  such 
nonsensical  time -wasting  device;  and  she  was 
alone.  Depend  upon  it  Miss  Dallas  was  at 
home." 

"  Impossible ! "  exclaimed  Leyton,  with  such  a 
look  of  annoyance  that  Lady  Shirland's  attention 
was  roused. 

"Why  do  you  hunt  after  those  people  so  per- 
sistently, Jack  ? " 
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"I  don't  hunt  tliem ;  but  I  want  to  see  my 
old  friend's  daughter." 

"  You  have  been  unlucky,  I  grant,  but  there's 
something  more.     Speak  out,  my  dear  Jack." 

"  Your  cruel  words  just  now  have  frozen  up 
the  fount  of  confidence,"  he  returned,  laughing. 
"  Why  have  you  no  patience  with  me,  Lady  Shir- 
land?" 

"  It  is  a  long  story.  I'll  answer  it  with  an- 
other why.  Why  did  you  destroy  your  prospects  by 
throwing  up  a  good  profession  and  wasting  a  good 
start  ? " 

"  You  mean  the  army  ?  Because  if  I  had  not 
taken  the  initiative,  it  would  have  rejected  me.  I 
am  innately  lawless.  I  might  lead  if  I  had  a 
chance;   I  cannot  follow." 

"A  confession  of  weakness,  my  dear  young 
friend." 

"  Yes,  I  think  it  is,  Lady  Shirland ;  still,  '  It  is 
my  nature  too.'  I  was  conceived  in  some  Bohemia 
of  the  soul,  and  I  can  only  '  light  on  my  own 
box.' " 

"  Nonsense ! "  cried  Lady  Shirland.  "  We 
are    all    born    under    social     laws    which,    on     the 


LE  MOT  BE  VtNIGMK  27 

whole,  are  the  outcome  of  human  necessities ; 
therefore  they  are  the  best  we  can  get.  Do  you 
think  you  have  done  yourself  any  good  by  thus 
kicking  against  the  unavoidable  pricks  ? " 

"  Well,  I  have  done  myself  no  harm.  In  short, 
though  probably  I  shall  never  do  much  in  paint- 
ing or  daubing,  I  have  found  my  natural  niche ; 
and,  Lady  Shirland,  marvellous  to  relate,  I  begin 
to  make  money — at  least,  what  I  consider  money; 
you  would  consider  it  a  crossing-sweeper's  copper. 
I  got  so  low  before  I  went  to  Egypt  that  decent 
pay  seems  a  fortune  to  me." 

"  I  cannot  understand  you.  Jack.  I  suppose 
you  have  a  history  that  would  account  for  your 
disappearance,  and  much  besides." 

"  Everyone  has  his  history." 

"  Of  course,"  she  returned,  "  and  I  am  not 
going  to  ask  for  yours.  You  have  evidently 
played  ducks  and  drakes  with  fortune.  Why 
don't  you  marry  money?  Let  us  be  quite  confi- 
dential. Why  don't  you  marry  Dorothea  ?  You 
might  do  worse ;  she  is  not  half  bad,  she  has  the 
habits  of  good  society,  thanks  to  me,  and  she  has 
a  certain  income  of  three  thousand  a  year,  besides 
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my  poor  jointure  when  I  die.  Why  don't  you 
try  your  chance  with  her?  I  think  you  have  a 
good  one." 

"  Poor  Miss  Browne ! "  said  Leyton,  laughing. 
"  What  has  she  done  to  be  thrown  at  the  head  of 
an  unworthy  sinner  Hke  myself?" 

"  Oh,  I  can  trust  you,  and  I  should  like  to  do 
you  a  good  turn." 

"  Don't  trouble  about  me.  Lady  Shirland.  I 
am  a  confirmed  bachelor;  no  money  would  tempt 
me  to  shackle  myself  with  the  chains  of  holy 
matrimony." 

"  What  nonsense !  You  cannot  be  nine-and- 
twenty." 

"  I  assure  you  I  have  seen  the  end  of  my 
thirtieth  year." 

"  I  think  you  are  mistaken.  However,  if  you 
do  not  care  for  women,  why  are  you  so  keen 
about  seeing  this  Dallas  child  ? " 

"  I  never  said  I  did  not  like  ^^omen.  I  do  not 
like  the  idea  of  marrying ;  that  is  quite  another 
thing.  Now  I  am  going  to  be  confidential  in  my 
turn.  I  daresay  you  will  think  me  an  idiot;  if 
so,    please   do    not    say   it,   for    it   will    check    my 
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flow    of    thouglit.      You    are    very    fond     of    Mrs. 
Dallas?" 

"No,  Jack,  I  am  not  very  fond  of  anyone  but 
myself;  but  I  like  her,  and  I  admire  her.  She  is 
pleasant  to  the  eye,  soft  and  sweet  to  the  ear,  and 
her  care  of  poor  dear  Colonel  Dallas  was  beyond 
praise.  No  doubt  it  was  well  worth  her  while ; 
even  so,  we  have  no  business  with  people's 
motives,  and  a  woman  who  has  the  power  to  work 
long  and  steadily  towards  any  particular  end  is 
deserving  of  respect.     I  certamly  like  her." 

"Well,  in  the  teeth  of  this  liking,  I  am  bold 
enough,  or  foolish  enough,  to  fancy  that  she  is 
keepmg  Myra  Dallas  against  her  will — that  she  is 
cutting  her  off  deliberately  from  all  her  old 
friends." 

"  From  all  her  old  friends  ! "  interrupted  Lady 
Shirland.  "Why,  the  poor  child  has  no  friends 
You  must  be  out  of  your  mind  to  fancy  such  a 
thing,  Jack !  What  possible  object  could  Mrs. 
Dallas  have  in  cutting  her  off  from  her  friends,  if 
she  had  any  ?  Do  you  know  she  is  that  poor, 
crazy  Fred  Dallas's  illegitimate  daughter?" 

"  I  do,"  returned  Leyton,  in  a  low  tone. 
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"  Then  what  object  could  Mrs.  Dallas  have  ? 
1  confess  when  I  heard  of  this  wonderful  act  of 
benevolence  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Dallas,  I  was  a 
good  deal  puzzled;  nice  as  she  is,  it  did  not  seem 
quite  like  her;  but  I  think  I  have  found  le  mot 
de  Venignne." 

"What  is  it,  Lady  Shirland?" — very  earnestly. 

"You  know  our  handsome  friend  is  quite  silly 
about  that  son  of  hers,  and  an  uncommonly  at- 
tractive young  fellow  he  is.  Now,  I  believe  he  is 
determined  to  marry  the  girl.  I  have  seen  them 
together,  and  if  I  am  not  much  mistaken,  he  is 
dangerously  in  love  with  her.  The  mother  wants 
to  bind  the  boy  to  her  by  giving  him  the  wife 
he  wants,  and  thus  create  a  home  for  herself;  so 
she  has  taken  the  girl  away  from  school  to  train 
her  a  little,  and  in  a  few  months,  no  doubt,  the 
wedding  will  take  place.  It  is  perhaps  a  large- 
hearted  kind  of  wisdom,  with  just  a  dash  of  sen- 
sible selfishness  which  makes  it  quite  credible ; 
yet  I  should  have  thought  Mrs.  Dallas  was  more 
ambitious." 

"  This  solution  satisfies  you  ? "  said  Leyton,  after 
a  moment's  thought. 
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"  Doesn't  it  satisfy  you  ? " 

"  It  ought,  but  somehow  it  does  not." 

"  Ah,  that  comes  of  cultivating  your  imagina- 
tion till  probability  is  too  flavourless  to  be  accepted. 
If  you  care  for  the  future  of  that  very  interesting 
Miss  Dallas — I  even  think  her  more  than  pretty — 
you  ought  to  be  glad  there  is  so  fair  a  prospect 
before  her." 

"  What !  to  marry  a  brute  with  a  dash  of  the 
tar  brush  ?  " 

"  My  dear  boy  !  just  remember  the  brush  she  is 
tarred  with ! " 

"  No  matter !  There  is  something  I  do  not  like 
in  the  whole  affair.  But  there  is  no  use  in  talking 
to  yov.  about  it,  I  see ;  only  do  not  mention  my 
fancies  to  anyone." 

"  Trust  me  !  And,  Jack,  keep  yourself  disengaged 
next  week.  I  will  get  Mrs.  Dallas  to  fix  a  day  to 
dine,  and  ask  you  to  meet  the  trio ;  closer  observa- 
tion would  convince  you."  Here  the  footman  en- 
tered. 

"  If  you  please,  my  lady,  Sir  Everard  Stapleton 
is  in  the  drawing-room." 

"Very  well.     I  am  coming  directly." 
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"  Then  I  will  say  '  Good-morning,' "  said  Leyton. 
"  Remember,  I  will  come  to  dinner  on  tlie  shortest 
notice." 

"  Thank  you !  So  sorry  our  pleasant  Ute-a-tete 
is  interrupted !  Sir  Everard  is  rather  dull,  but 
steady  and  distinguished.  The  very  thing  for  Doro- 
thea !  but  she  will  not  look  at  him.  Good-bye  1 
Don't  stay  away  so  long  in  future." 


CHAPTER    XII. 

GLIMPSES. 

It  was  many  a  day  since  Leyton  felt  the  elixir 
of  life — that  is,  quick,  warm  blood — coursing  so  rapidly 
through  his  veins  as  it  did  that  morning  when  he 
left  Lady  Shirland,  and  struck  northward  in  the 
direction  of  his  own  abode. 

Yes  !  Lady  Shirland  was  right.  The  shelter  of  a 
respectable  home,  the  settled  security  of  married 
life,  was  the  best  ending  her  friends  could  wish  for 
the  poor,  blameless  little  waif,  whose  existence  was 
an  offence  to  well-behaved  society ;  but,  somehow,  the 
idea  was  absolutely  intolerable  to  Jack  Leyton. 

He  had  to  the  full  that  unreasoning  contempt 
for  Eastern  humanity  which  is  inherent  in  English- 
men, and  is  always  intensified  by  a  residence  in 
India.  He  conjured  up  a  picture  of  Lionel  Ashby 
exceedingly  unfavourable  to  that  dainty  youth. 

Fancy  painted  the  only  son  of  Mrs.  Dallas  as 
d 
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very  dusky  indeed,  with  straight  features  and  opal- 
coloured  whites  to  his  sleepy,  rolling  eyes;  with 
manners  soft  to  cringing;  a  subtle  intelligence, 
narrow  and  keen;  and  a  flattering  tongue,  quite  as 
ready  to  speak  lies  as  the  truth. 

No  doubt  this  fancy  sketch  differed  widely  from 
the  original,  but  for  the  moment  it  was  intensely 
real  to  Leyton.  About  the  companion  picture  of 
Myra,  there  could  be  no  mistake,  however.  Every 
line  and  curve  of  her  slight,  willowy  figure,  of  her 
earnest,  pathetic  face,  was  graven  on  his  memory ; 
the  peculiar  repose  of  her  attitude  when  she  leant 
back  in  her  chair,  repose  so  complete  that  it  sug- 
gested something  of  exhaustion.  There  was  a  restful 
composure  in  her  every  movement,  not  without 
dignity :  and  what  improvement  could  anyone  desire 
in  that  pale,  thoughtful  face,  with  its  irregular 
features  and  rare  blue  eyes  ?  Then  her  extreme 
naturalness,  her  way  of  speaking  with  occasional 
pauses,  as  if  she  had  thoughts  to  express  which 
she  could  not  easily  fit  with  words;  and  when 
she  did  find  them,  with  what  eager  warmth  they 
would  come !  And  she  knew  something  of  art,  she 
had  been   born   and  brought  up   under   its    divine 
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influence.  She  might  not  have  the  force,  either 
mental  or  physical,  to  become  an  artist;  but  she 
had  a  wonderful  instinct  for  art,  a  gift  of  true  per- 
ception. That  an  Oriental,  steeped  in  fleshliness 
from  his  birth,  should  be  the  husband  of  this  deli- 
cate, lily-like  Enghsh  girl,  whose  touches  of  strength 
and  conviction  moved  one  to  tenderest  respect !  That 
he  should  have  the  right  to  fold  her  in  his  arms, 
and  kiss  that  sw^eet,  sad-looking  mouth !  It  was 
altogether  an  infernal  desecration !  Leyton  felt  he 
would  w^illingly  murder  him  to  prevent  it.  "  Gad ! 
I  w^ish  I  could  twist  his  neck,"  he  muttered  half 
aloud.  "  I  daresay  I  could,  easily.  Why  it  would 
be  better  for  her  to  marry  a  wandering  beggar  like 
myself,  though  marriage  is  the  last  folly  I'd  care 
to  commit.  I  should  be  almost  tempted  to  make 
the  sacrifice  for  her  sw^eet  sake,  only  it  would  be 
sacrificing  her,  too !  Heaven  knows !  she  ma^/ 
fancy  that  darkey  fellow !  Women  like  her  know 
so  little  of  themselves,  or  the  life  about  them  !  For 
them,  the  men  they  meet  are  mere  lay  figures,  which 
they  drape  with  whatever  colours  and  qualities  they 
choose  I  By  and  bye,  when  time  and  experience 
tear  away  the  cloth  of  gold  in  w^hich  they  have 
d  2 
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wrapped  their  puppets,  and  they  see  the  common 
deal  from  which  they  have  been  shaped — the  stiff 
joints,  the  uncouth  limbs  that  feminine  fancy  has 
decorated  with  the  finery  of  heroic  tradition — no 
wonder  there  is  weeping  and  wailing  and  gnashing 
of  teeth  !  If  Myra  should  like  this  half-caste  !  But, 
no  !  I'll  not  believe  she  could  until  I  see  this  young 
fellow — until  I  see  them  together.  Great  powers, 
if  she  does  !  There  is  no  use  in  thinking.  Whether 
Mrs.  Dallas  is  an  angel  of  beneficence  or  a  devil 
of  malignity  I  am  powerless  to  help  Myra — if  she 
wants  to  be  helped.  I  imagine  if  she  were  in 
trouble  she  would  turn  to  Mrs.  Keene,  or  to  me; 
and  her  woman's  wit  would  suggest  some  means 
of  communication.  I'll  go  and  call  on  Wardlaw ; 
he  hasn't  been  at  the  studio  for  an  age." 

At  this  point  of  his  meditations  his  thoughts 
and  steps  were  arrested.  A  gentleman  suddenly 
stepped  before  him  and  asked — 

"  Are  you  going  to  cut  me,  Mr.  Leyton  ? " 
A  moment  of  bewilderment   on  this   abrupt   re- 
call from  the  vasty  deep  of  thought,  an  exclamation 
of  "  Captain   Forrester  ! "    and    the    two    men   were 
shaking  hands. 
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"  I  was  going  to  call  on  WarcllaAv,"  said 
Leyton. 

"He  is  out  of  town.  Come  with  me  instead.  1 
am  on  my  way  to  Christie  and  Manson's.  There 
are  some  old  cabinets  and  bronzes  to  be  sold 
there.  I  want  to  have  a  bid  for  them ;  and 
these  things  are  more  in  your  line  than  mine. 
I  should  be  glad  of  your  counsel." 

"  All  right,"  returned  Leyton,  glad  to  get  away 
from  himself.  "  I  don't  know  when  I  was  at 
Christie's." 

"  I  am  going  on  to  Tattersall's  after,"  continued 
Forrester.  "  My  hands  are  pretty  full  just  now : 
for  I  have  both  house  and  stables  to  furnish." 

"  Lucky   fellow   to   have   the   wherewithal   to   do 


It  was  late  when  Leyton  and  his  new  acquain- 
tance parted.  Without  being  actually  sympathetic, 
they  liked  each  other.  Both  were  straightforward 
gentlemen;  and  though  Forrester  looked  on  the 
other  as  decidedly  insane,  because  he  had  left  a 
poor  but  gentleman-like  profession  for  the  uncer- 
tamty   of   daubing    canvas    and    selling    his    daubs, 
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he  acknowledged  to  himself  that  society  had,  or 
thought  it  had,  need  of  such  fellows;  and  as  it 
became  him,  being  a  man  of  wealth  and  impor- 
tance, to  do  what  was  considered  the  right  thing 
in  his  station,  he  was  quite  ready  to  buy  Ley- 
ton's  pictures  on  Wardlaw's  recommendation,  be- 
lieving he  had  chanced  on  a  bargain. 

Though  rejoicing  in  the  possession  of  his 
deceased  kinsman's  fortune,  Cecil  Forrester  liked 
to  get  the  worth  of  his  money,  and  was  also 
thankful  that  the  painter  of  a  picture  for  which 
he  had  given  a  commission  was  a  gentleman  with 
whom  it  was  not  only  possible  but  agreeable  to 
associate. 

They  parted  cordially,  Forrester  reminding  Ley- 
ton  of  his  promise  to  pay  him  a  visit  at  Wickham 
Hall.  He  was  on  his  way  to  join  his  regiment 
for  the  last  time,  he  said,  as  he  expected  to  be 
released  from  the  service  in  about  a  month,  when 
he  would  let  Ley  ton  know  and  fix  the  date  of 
his  promised  visit. 

Late  though  it  was,  Leyton  determined  to  look 
in  upon  Mrs.  Keene  and  report  the  ill-success  of 
his  attempt  to  see  Myra. 
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"  She  is  an  honest-hearted  soul  I  think,  but, 
like  women  of  her  class — indeed,  of  all  classes — 
she  exaggerates  things.  As  Lady  Shirland  says, 
what  possible  motive  could  Mrs.  Dallas  have  ex- 
cept to  humour  her  son  ?  Perhaps  it  may  be  better 
for  Myra  to  marry  him,  though  I  hope  to  heaven 
she  will  not.  I  am  an  awful  fool  still.  There 
must  be  a  dash  of  the  woman  in  me  somewhere 
to  make  me  a  victim  to  these  vague  fears.  I'm 
not  many  degrees  removed  from  honest  Mrs.  Keene 
herself  in  this  matter.  I  swear  I'll  think  no  more 
about  it  until  I  have  seen  the  trio  together  in 
the  full  light  of  day — I  mean  in  full  lamp-light. 
Fortunately,  I  haven't  many  engagements  to  in- 
terfere with  Lady  Shirland's  promised  invitation. 
Anyhow,  I  seem  destined  to  return  to  the  social 
world,  after  we  had  exchanged  the  cut  direct  for 
years.  Perhaps  the  aftermath  of  life  is  going  to 
be  better  than  the  first  crop.  No  matter.  Give 
me  back — give  me  back  the  wild  freshness  of 
morning." 

"  Is  Mrs.  Keene  at  home  ? "  for  these  reflections 
brought  him  to  her  door. 

"  Yes,  sir.     Please  walk  this  way." 
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Mrs.  Kcene  and  Wilhelmina  were  at  tea,  and 
cordially  welcomed  Leyton,  who  was  soon  imbibing 
a  cup  of  first-rate  quality. 

"  I  always  like  to  see  a  gentleman  fond  of  his 
tea,"  said  Mrs.  Keene,  smiling  on  him.  "  It's  a  sign 
of  steadiness  and  moderation,  and  that  he'll  make 
a  good  husband." 

Here  Wilhelmina  giggled. 

"  If  I  can  earn  such  a  character  so  cheaply, 
I'll  be  a  tea-drinker  to  the  end  of  my  days.  I 
have  not  taken  to  tea  long,  though.  I  used  to 
like  the  other  thing — like  it  very  much ;  but  when 
I  was  once  more  on  active  service,  I  found  I 
could  do  more  on  tea  than  on  whisky  or  brandy, 
or  even  champagne." 

"  There,  now !  I  am  sure  it  is  the  best  thing 
going.  Well,  sir— and  have  you  seen  Miss  Dallas 
since  ? " 

"  No.    I  called  to-day,  but  she  was  '  not  at  home.' " 

"  Ah,  we  all  know  that  does  not  mean   out." 

"Right,  Mrs.  Keene;  but  it  'bars  the  door'  as 
effectually." 

Leyton  threw  an  inquiring  glance  at  Wilhel- 
mina as  he  spoke. 
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"  Oh,  never  fear  our  Willy,"  said  Mrs.  Keene 
in  ansAver  to  it.  "  She's  that  fond  of  Miss  Myra 
she  would  do  any  mortal  thing  for  her  ;  and 
Willy's  sharp,  too,  I  can  tell  you.  She'll  not  let 
out  anythmg  she  does  not  choose  to." 

"  I  am  sure  the  young  lady  is  as  wise  as  a 
serpent " 

"  Law,  sir,  that  isn't  a  very  civil  speech,"  said 
Willy. 

"  You  did  not  let  me  finish  my  sentence.  I 
was  going  to  add,  '  and  harmless  as  a  dove.' " 

"  I  don't  think  that  mends  it,"  cried  Wilhelmina, 
with  a  pout. 

"  I  am  at  the  end  of  my  ammunition,"  returned 
Leyton. 

A  short  conversation  ensued,  in  the  course  of 
which  Mrs.  Keene  expressed  her  determination  to 
beard  the  Dallas  lion  in  her  den  and  call  upon 
Miss  Myi-a  herself 

"  Why  shouldn't  I  ?  I've  often  and  often  called 
on  the  ladies  I  have  served." 

"  Why  not,  indeed  ? "  echoed  Leyton. 

"  Grandfather  starts  the  day  after  to-morrow, 
so  I'll   pay  my  visit  to-morrow  evening,  when  he'll 
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be  here  to  look  after  the  place.  I  am  sure  to  find 
her  m  in  the  evening." 

"Pray  do;  no  doubt  you  will  see  her.  Re- 
member we  have  no  right  to  suppose  Mrs.  Dallas 
actuated  by  any  but  the  best  motives.  I  am 
afraid  we  have  been  rather  fanciful  on  the  sub- 
ject." 

"  May-be,  sir,  but  I  am  not  often  mistaken." 

"  Anyhow,  be  prudent  with  Mrs.  Dallas ;  don't 
let  her  see  you  think  her  anything  less  than  an 
angel." 

Wilhelmina  laughed  merrily,  and  almost  imme- 
diately afterwards  Leyton  left  them. 

That  afternoon  had  been  chiefly  spent  out  of 
doors  by  Myra.  Mrs.  Dallas  had  been  unusually 
conversational  and  agreeable.  She  had  proposed 
an  expedition  to  Regent  Street,  and  on  arriving 
there  had  made  several  small  purchases,  chiefly  for 
Myra,  to  whom  she  presented  a  pretty  jet  bonnet- 
pin,  a  silk  necktie,  and  a  pair  of  gloves.  On  Myra 
remonstrating  with  her  for  so  much  generosity, 
Mrs.  Dallas  remarked  that  she  considered  her  a 
daughter,  towards  whom  generosity  should  be  only 
limited  by  means.      "Besides,"  added  the  affection- 
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ate  widow,  "  my  dear  boy  is  doing  so  well  that  I 
have  less  need  to  care  for  him.  I  hope  that 
before  long  he  may  be  taken  into  partnership  in 
the  firm  where  he  is  now  clerk.  Your  dear,  kind 
uncle  gave  me  the  means  to  place  him  in  that 
position,  and  he  has  but  to  prove  his  business 
qualities:  these  he  undoubtedly  possesses." 

It  was  a  nice  bright  day.  The  shops  looked 
lovely,  and  the  full  tide  of  busy  life  flowing 
through  the  streets  had  an  electric  effect  on 
Myra's  young  blood.  After  all,  her  aunt  did  like 
her ;  she  was  genuinely  kind.  Myra  was  more 
than  half  ashamed  of  the  doubts  and  distrust 
which  had  eaten  into  her  heart  that  morning. 

At  last  it  was  time  to  return.  As  they  stood 
waiting  for  an  omnibus  (Mrs.  Dallas  hated  walk- 
ing— and  omnibuses  too,  for  that  matter — only 
she  preferred  twopenny  to  eighteenpenny  fares) 
she  looked  into  her  portemonnaie  and  asked, 
"  Have  you  any  pence,  Myra  ? " 

"  Me ! "  cried  Myra,  opening  her  eyes  and 
laughing.  "  I  think  I  have  one  halfpenny,  but  I 
left  it  at  home ;  I  did  not  like  to  carry  my  whole 
capital  about  with  me." 
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Mrs.  Dallas  laughed  too.  "I  must  change  a 
shilling  then.  I  suppose  I  ought  to  give  you  an 
allowance,  Myra,  just  for  pocket-money." 

"  You  do  so  much  for  me  as  it  is,"  said  Myra, 
colouring. 

"  Ah,  well,  it  is  not  pleasant  to  be  quite  with- 
out money." 

Here  the  omnibus  came  up,  and  the  conversa- 
tion ended.  Myra,  however,  felt  at  once  cheered 
and  remorseful.  Her  aunt  was  evidently  going  to 
take  away  one  source  of  uneasiness ;  she  was 
really  mean  and  suspicious  to  doubt  her,  but  oh  ! 
how  she  wished  she  could  earn  some  pocket- 
money.  Surely  she  might!  She  would  pluck  up 
courage  and  speak  to  her  aunt  about  it  now  she 
had  broken  the  ice. 

Aunt  and  niece  spent  a  tranquil  evening.  Mrs. 
Dallas  asked  Myra  to  read  aloud  to  her.  She  had 
borrowed  a  novel  of  fashionable  life  from  Dorothea, 
and  wanted  to  finish  it,  she  said.  It  was  a  good  sub- 
stitute for  conversation,  and  Myra's  voice  was  soothing. 

Meanwhile,  Mrs.  Dallas  lay  on  the  sofa  and 
thought,  undisturbed  by  any  deep  interest  in  the 
story. 
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At  last  Myra  grew  sleepy,  and  imagined  her 
aunt  was  similarly  affected.  She  laid  down  the 
volume,  and  stifling  a  yawn,  exclaimed — 

"They  are  all  most  uninteresting  people,  and 
seem  to  me  quite  unnatural.  Don't  you  think 
so?" 

"  Yes,  quite  " — in  a  tone  of  conviction.  "  I  am 
a  little  sleepy ;  I  really  think  I  must  have  a  cup 
of  tea.  Ring  the  bell,  dear;  Ave  miss  Lionel  very 
much  when  he  is  out." 

"  You  will  not  think  of  sitting  up  for  him  ? " 

"  Oh,  no  :  yet  he  is  rarely  late,  and  one  must 
not  be  too  strict  with  boys." 

"  I  am  sure,  aunt,  Lionel  does  just  as  he  likes." 

"Ah,  I  must  confess  he  is  my  idol.  What 
Avould  I  not  sacrifice  for  him  ?  Whomever  he  loves 
is  dear  to  me." 

Myra  coloured  deeply  at  the  significance  of  her 
tone,  and  felt  thankful  for  the  occupation  of  put- 
ting out  the  tea  and  seeking  for  the  sugar-basin. 

"  I  fear  he  will  not  be  able  to  accompany  us  on 
our  travels,"  continued  Mrs.  Dallas. 

"  I  suppose  it  is  not  easy  for  him  to  get  aAvay," 
remarked  Myra. 
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"  No,  but  lie  must  have  a  holiday  soon.  He  is 
looking  very  ill." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?     I  have  not  observed " 

"  Why,  my  dear  Myra,  he  is  pale  and  thin,  and 
his  eyes  quite  sunken,"  in  a  slightly  indignant 
tone. 

"  You  are  too  anxious  about  him,  my  dear  aunt. 
Of  course  a  mother  will  see  more  than  anyone 
else  1 " 

"  I  am  not  a  weak  fool,  Myra." 

"  You,  a  fool !  No,  indeed ;  but  you  are  very 
fond  of  Lionel."  Mrs.  Dallas  sighed,  and  an  uneasy, 
fretted  look  came  into  her  face. 

"  Ah,  here  is  the  tea !  Put  the  tray  on  that 
little  table  near  the  fire.  I  never  wanted  a  cup 
so  much." 

A  few  minutes'  silence  ensued,  while  Myra  offi- 
ciated and  Mrs.  Dallas  drank  her  tea.  "  It  is  very 
nice  to  have  you  here  to  '  pour  out '  for  me,"  she 
resumed  with  a  soft  smile.  "  I  used  to  be  so  lonely 
when  Lionel  was  out,  and  one  cannot  tie  a  young 
man  to  one's  apron  strings." 

"  No  !  I  suppose  men  get  tired  of  being  always 
with  women." 
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"  Very  tired,  sometimes."  Another  pause,  then, 
as  if  speaking  out  of  thoughts,  and  gazing  away 
as  if  at  something  unseen  by  her  companion,  "  I 
am  so  glad  that  Miss  Browne  did  not  succeed  in 
fascinating  him  ! " 

"  I  thought  you  would  have  been  pleased  if  he 
had  married  her,"  exclaimed  Myra,  a  little  be- 
wildered. 

"  At  one  time  I  might  have  been.  I  have  seen 
more  of  her  since.  She  is  a  nice,  dear  creature, 
of  course ;  but  she  is  really  too  old  for  him,  and 
too  rich  ;  there  is  no  happiness  in  inequality,  and  I  only 
care  for  my  boy's  real  happiness.  Then,  of  course, 
Mr.  Leyton  is  more  suited  to  Dorothea  in  many 
ways.     I  wonder  when  they  will  be  married." 

"  Are  they  engaged  then  ? "  asked  Myra  with 
interest. 

"  Not  openly  as  yet,  but  from  what  Lady  Shirland 
told  me  I  should  think  it  would  soon  be  announced." 

"  What  a  beautiful  studio  he  will  have  then," 
returned  Myra  with  a  sigh.     "  I  do  love  a  studio." 

"  You  will  enjoy  the  galleries  abroad ! "  Mrs. 
Dallas  proceeded  to  talk  of  her  projected  tour,  and 
Myra  entered  heartily  into  her  plans ;   in  truth,  the 
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only  point  of  light  and  hope  on  her  horizon  sparkled 
in  the  prospect  of  escape  from  her  present  sur- 
roundings to  new  scenes  and  circumstances.  Why, 
she  could  hardly  say. 

"  Shall  we  be  anywhere  near  Munich  ? "  she 
asked  when  Mrs.  Dallas  had  paused  in  her  counting 
of  the  cost. 

"  I  shall  be  very  pleased  to  spend  a  few  days 
there,  if  you  wish." 

"  It  would  be  heavenly  ! "  ejaculated  Myra,  stretch- 
ing out  her  hand  for  her  aunt's  cup. 

Mrs.  Dallas  looked  at  it  with  a  sudden  slight 
knitting  of  her  fine  dark  brows,  and  then  asked 
carelessly,  "  You  don't  wear  the  ring  your  poor 
uncle  gave  you  now,  Myra  ? " 

"No,  it  is  rather  loose  for  me,  and  I  am  afraid 
to  lose  it.  I  suppose  I  am  growing  thin  like 
Lionel." 

Mrs.  Dallas  smiled.  "  Perhaps  you  both  need 
the  same  remedy.  You  had  better  let  me  get  it 
reset  for  you,  it  would  be  far  handsomer  in  a  good 
setting." 

"  Thank  you  so  much,  dear  aunt.  I  like  it  best 
as  it  is." 
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"  AVell,  don't  leave  it  about." 

"  Certainly  not !     I  have  put  it  safely  away." 

Mrs.  Dallas  became  very  still  and  silent.  Myra 
rang  to  have  the  things  removed,  and  then  took 
up  the  novel  again ;  still  Mrs.  Dallas  did  not  speak. 
At  last  she  looked  up,  and  said,  "  I  am  dreadfully 
tired  and  sleepy,  let  us  go  to  bed." 

Myra  was  rather  glad  to  be  alone.  As  it  was 
early,  she  rearranged  some  drawers,  which  were  not 
exactly  in  good  order ;  and  then  took  out  her  little 
work-box,  intending  to  put  in  a  needful  stitch  or 
two  before  going  to  bed.  There  was,  however,  only 
the  empty  reel  which  had  held  white  cotton,  and 
she  was  obliged  to  postpone  her  mending.  To- 
morrow she  must  ask  her  aunt  for  cotton,  and  Mrs. 
Dallas,  who  hated  and  despised  plain  work,  was 
always  badly  supplied  with  such  materials.  She 
should  like  to  go  out  and  buy  some,  but  to  do  so 
was  impossible,  unless  she  asked  Mrs.  Dallas  for  a 
few  pence,  and  that  was  too  painful.  She  had  been 
so  nice  all  that  day,  too  !  If  she  were  in  earnest 
in  her  promise  of  an  allowance — and  why  should 
she  (Myra)  doubt  her  ? — it  would  be  so  comfortable ! 
but    better   still   would  be  the  power  of  earning  for 
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herself.  Oh,  how  degrading  dependence  is,  even 
when  leavened  with  love  !  and  Mrs.  Dallas  loved  her. 
She  must  love  her,  to  take  upon  herself  the  burden 
of  her  maintenance  ;  and  yet — and  yet,  where  was  the 
answering  "  Yes  "  of  her  own  heart  ?  why  did  it  not 
go  out  in  warm,  unquestioning  gratitude  to  her  bene- 
factress ?  "  How  I  wish  she  had  not  asked  about 
that  ring ! "  thought  Myra,  when  she  had  put  out 
her  light;  and  a  vivid  picture  of  the  first  time  her 
aunt  had  offered  to  have  that  ring  reset  rose  before 
her.  Then  she  looked  on  Mrs.  Dallas  as  a  cruel  foe 
who  had  stood  between  her  and  the  uncle  she  had 
been  inclined  to  love  so  dearly,  in  whose  kind, 
handsome  face  her  father's  seemed  reflected.  How 
often  her  heart  had  swelled  with  a  passionate  desire 
to  throw  herself  into  his  arms  and  ask  him  to  let 
her  be  as  his  daughter  !  but  Mrs.  Dallas  was  ever  near 
with  cold,  scornful  eyes,  to  hold  the  sword  of  deter- 
mined opposition  between  them.  Yes !  she  well 
remembered  that  day.  It  was  one  of  the  rare  holi- 
days she  spent  in  her  uncle's  house,  and  more  than 
two  years  ago. 

It  was   the    eighteenth    of  September,   and  her 
uncle  had  asked  her  how  old  she  was.      She  said — 
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"Just  seventeen.  This  is  my  birthday.  I  know 
Hedwig  always  gave  me  cake  on  the  eighteenth, 
because  it  Avas  my  birthday." 

Then  her  uncle  said — 

"  Well,  I  must  give  you  something,  too." 

He  went  away  to  his  study,  or  sanctum,  and 
brought  back  the  ring. 

Mrs.  Dallas  said  that  money  would  be  more 
useful ;  but  Mjo-a  had  begged  to  keep  it.  Where- 
upon Mrs.  Dallas  offered  to  have  it  reset.  Lionel, 
who  was  beginning  to  be  troublesome  about  that 
time,  and  was  sitting  on  the  sofa  behind  his  mother, 
had  made  a  gesture  and  given  her  a  look  out  of 
his  big  black  eyes  which  said  "  Kefuse  "  even  more 
distinctly  than  words  could.  She  refused,  not 
because  of  this  warning,  but  because  she  wished  to 
keep  her  uncle's  gift  just  as  it  was,  and  so  she 
would  always  keep  it ;  but,  oh !  how  she  wished  to 
forget  these  details  ! — what  would  she  not  give  for 
the  rest  of  complete  trust,  especially  when  her 
faith  in  Jack  Ley  ton  had  received  a  rude  shock — 
for  it  did  seem  dreadful  that  he  should  marry 
Dorothea  Browne.  She  was  so  funny,  so  "  made 
up,"  body  and  mind — a  sort  of  human  palimpsest, 
e  2 
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where  one  artificial  writing  after  another  had  been 
superimposed  upon  the  totally  obliterated  original 
text.  Oh,  how  could  a  true  man,  an  artist,  take 
such  a  mass  of  oddity  and  flightiness  for  his  life's 
companion  ?  And  Jack  seemed  so  real  —  even 
ruggedly  real — himself  What  spell  had  fallen 
upon  him  ? 

Well,  he  was  the  one  old  friend  she  had — the 
one  companion  memory  with  whom  she  could 
hold  communion — and  he  was  lost,  for  Dorothea's 
husband  could  never  be  her  friend  again.  He 
would  be  pervaded  by  the  unreahty  which  made 
intercourse  with  that  susceptible  damsel  such  a 
weariness  both  to  flesh  and  spirit.  Mentally  she 
said  good-bye  to  Jack ;  she  did  not  even  wish  to 
see  him  again.  Ultimately  she  fell  asleep,  with  a 
hearty  wish  that  she  might  return  to  the  some- 
what sordid  independence  of  Ruby  Lodge  and  the 
trying  task  of  endeavouring  to  instil  German  and 
music  into  the  unreceptive  minds  of  the  good- 
humoured  girls  who  were  more  her  companions 
than  her  pupils. 

It  seemed  to  her  that  she  had  slept  long  and 
heavily    when    she    suddenly    woke    with    an    odd, 
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frightened  sensation  of  fear  and  danger.  The 
sound  of  voices  grew  upon  her  as  she  listened  in 
unaccountable  terror.  They  were  not  near,  not 
beside  her,  and  came  to  her  as  if  muffled  by  some 
intervening  substance.  As  her  senses  grew  clearer, 
she  knew  it  was  Mrs.  Dallas  speaking  in  her  own 
room,  which  was  next  to  Myra's  —  speaking  not 
very  loudly,  but  with  deliberate  firmness.  The 
answering  voice  was  Lionel's,  high-pitched,  full  of 
fury,  with  the  echo  of  a  curse  in  every  syllable. 
She  could  not  catch  the  words;  she  did  not  try, 
save  that  once  something  like  an  appeal  to  "all  the 
devils  m  hell"  penetrated  to  her  understanding. 
A  scornful  laugh  followed,  and  then  a  door  was 
slammed  with  such  violence  that  the  whole  house 
shook.  Profound  silence  followed,  and  it  must  be 
confessed  that  Myra  hid  her  head  under  the  bed- 
clothes. 

What  could  it  mean  ?  Was  it  midnight  or 
morning  ?  She  had  no  watch ;  she  could  not 
ascertain.  Could  it  be  possible  that  Lionel  and 
his  mother  had  quarrelled,  could  quarrel  so  bit- 
terly? That  Lionel  had  a  violent  temper,  or  used 
to    have    a  violent    temper,    she    was    well    aware. 
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When  first  she  came  to  London  and  he  was  still 
at  the  London  University,  he  used  to  have 
paroxysms  of  rage,  which  partly  disgusted,  partly 
frightened  her.  Of  late  years  he  had  always 
seemed  amiable  and  good-humoured,  and  she 
might  have  even  liked  him  had  he  been  less  op- 
pressively attentive,  though  she  could  never  quite  get 
rid  of  that  first  impression  of  violence  and  cruelty. 
But  that  he  should  speak  in  such  a  brutal  tone  to 
his  mother  amazed  and  horrified  her. 

What  mystery  was  gathering  round  her  ?  Was 
she  never  to  be  able  to  guide  her  own  life  ?  She 
would  rather  go  forth  to  earn  her  own  living  as  a 
servant  than  live  as  she  did,  bound  with  invisible 
cords,  groping  blindly  with  bandaged  eyes,  igno- 
rant of  the  forces  at  work  upon  her  destiny.  There 
was  no  more  sleep  for  her,  but  silence  and  stillness 
gradually  soothed  her  strained  nerves. 

When  the  breakfast  bell  summoned  her  next 
morning,  there  were  no  signs  of  a  fray.  Mrs. 
Dallas  was  looking  paler  than  usual. 

"  Lionel  was  obliged  to  leave  quite  early  this 
morning,"  she  said,  in  explanation  of  his  non- 
appearance ;  "  and  I  am  afraid  you  must  have  been 
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startled  last  night  by  the  noise  of  a  door  shutting 
violently.  I  was.  I  fancy  it  must  have  been 
next  door." 

"  Oh,  yes ;  it  quite  frightened  me,"  said  Myra, 
instinctively  speaking  in  a  careless  tone.  "  I  lay 
awake  a  long  time  after." 

"  Not  before  ? "  asked  Mrs.  Dallas. 

But  the  entrance  of  the  servant  with  some 
letters  saved  her  from  the  necessity  of  a  reply. 


CHAPTER    XIII. 

A   DECLARATION. 

Lionel  did  not  make  his  appearance  at  dinner  that 
day  either;  and,  in  spite  of  her  self-control,  Mrs. 
Dallas  looked  anxious,  and  was  even  restless. 

The  two  ladies  were  sitting  together  after  dinner. 
Myra,  at  her  aunt's  request,  had  gone  to  the  piano, 
and  was  playing  some  airs,  from  ear  or  memory, 
when  the  servant  entered  to  say  that  Mrs.  Keene 
had  called,  and  wished  to  know  if  she  could  see 
Miss  Dallas. 

"  Mrs.  Keene ! "  exclaimed  Myra  joyously,  rising 
and  moving  towards  the  door. 

"  Mrs.  Keene ! "  echoed  her  aunt.  "  Let  her  come 
in.     I  wonder  what  she  wants  ? " 

Myra  remained  standing,  and  when  her  good 
friend  entered,  greeted  her  cordially  with  a  kiss, 
whereat  a  frown  and  a  scornful  expression  passed 
over  Mrs.  Dallas's  face. 
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"  You'll  excuse  me,  ma'am,"  said  Mrs.  Keene,  ad- 
dressing the  lady  of  the  house,  ''  but  it  is  so  long 
since  I  heard  anything  of  Miss  Myra,  I  thought  I 
would  just  call  to  ask  if  you  had  gone  abroad." 

"  Not  yet,  as  you  see,"  returned  Mrs.  Dallas  with 
cheerful  politeness.  "  Sit  down,  Mrs.  Keene,  and 
tell  us  your  news." 

"  Well,  my  dear  young  lady,  are  you  keeping 
quite  well?" 

"  Oh,  yes !  quite.  And  is  Mr.  Keene  himself 
again  ? " 

"  He  is,  miss,  and  quite  happy,  for  he's  off  for 
three  months  to-morrow.  I'm  sure  he'll  never  rest 
as  long  as  he  has  a  leg  to  stand  on." 

"And  Wilhelmina?" 

"  She  has  a  bad  cold,  but  she's  going  down  to 
my  sister's.  They  live  at  Redworth;  it's  a  very 
pretty  country,  and  fine  air.  My  sisters  have  a 
stationer's  business  and  circulating  library;  very 
highly  respectable  business,  I  assure  you.  It  was  my 
poor  father's,  and  I  might  have  had  my  share,  if 
I  hadn't  had  a  wandering  fit  and  would  go  tra- 
velling." 

Then  there  was  a  pause.   Mrs.  Dallas  was  perfectly 
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civil,  but  it  was  impossible  to  do  more  than  "  make  " 
conversation  under  the  watchful  gaze  of  her  eyes. 
A  wild  wish  to  carry  Mrs.  Keene  away  to  the  privacy 
of  her  own  room  flashed  across  Myra's  mind,  but 
she  hesitated,  and  was  lost. 

"  We  hope  to  begin  our  travels  in  about  a  month," 
said  Mrs.  Dallas.  "I  assure  you  we  look  forward 
to  it  with  great  pleasure,  we  both  need  change. 
Don't  you  think  Miss  Dallas  is  looking  pale  and 
drooping  ? " 

"  To  my  mind,  ma'am,  she  seems  brighter  than 
when  last  I  saw  her." 

Then  Mrs.  Dallas  inquired  about  the  hotel  and 
its  success,  and  the  system  of  management  pursued 
by  Mrs.  Keene,  paying  her  many  compliments  on 
her  energy  and  powers  of  organisation.  So  the 
talk  dribbled  on  wearily.  Mrs.  Keene's  eyes 
frequently  sought  Myra's  with  anxious  inquiring 
looks,  but  it  was  all  in  vain.  They  might  as  well 
have  been  miles  apart  for  all  the  comfort  they  derived 
from  this  interview. 

At  last  Mrs.  Keene  took  leave.  "  May-be  you 
will  come  to  see  me,  Miss  Myra,  before  you  go 
away,"  she   said   as   she   took  her  hand. 
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"  Oh,  yes  !  we  will  pay  you  a  visit,  certainly," 
replied  Mrs.  Dallas. 

"  God  bless  you,  my  dear  young  lady !."  said  Mrs. 
Keene,  adding  so  low  that  Myra  guessed  the  word, 
more  from  the  motion  of  her  lips  than  from  any 
sound  she  heard,  "  Come  ! " 

"A  very  good  sort  of  woman,"  was  Mrs.  Dallas's 
comment,  as  the  door  closed  upon  her.  "  But,  Myra, 
you'll  find  this  sort  of  friendship  with  a  woman  of 
her  class  tiresome  and  inconvenient." 

"  I  cannot  believe  that,"  returned  Myra  with  a 
sigh.  "  I  am  nothing  so  great  myself  that  I  can 
afford  to  throw  away  the  friendship  of  a  true 
heart." 

"You  must  not  undervalue  yourself,  my  dear. 
One  of  these  days,  when  you  have  a  smart  young 
husband,  you  will  not  care  to  have  your  evenings 
broken  in  upon  by  the  visits  of  the  landlady  of 
Keene's  Private  Hotel." 

"  That  is  very  improbable,"  returned  Myra  quietly. 

"  Why  should  it  be  improbable  ?  Have  you  no 
ambition  ? " 

"  How  could  I  ? "  cried  Myra  with  an  unusual 
outburst  of  spirit,  "  when  my  life  has  been  one  long 


60       THE  8NABE   OF  THE  FOWLER. 

teaching  of  my  own  insignificance,  at  least  since  I  lost 
my  father ! " 

"You  are  not  insignificant  to  me,  dear  child!" 

"  No  !  You  are  very  good,  but  I  cannot  unlearn 
the  old  lesson  quickly." 

"  Ah,  Myra,  you  will  find  out  how  important 
you  are  some  day!" 

Sweet  words  to  a  young  ear,  but,  somehow, 
Myra's  was  not  attuned  to  them.  Yet  she  felt  so 
weary  of  the  strife  in  her  own  mind  between  trust 
and  distrust,  that  she  resolved  to  throw  her  doubts 
to  the  wind  for  peace-sake,  and  try  to  enjoy. 

Doubt  and  dulness  are  so  abhorrent  to  the  young, 
well  may  they  cling  to  the  brightness  of  anticipa- 
tion; for  if  they  did  not  believe  in  the  mirage 
which  merciful  Nature  spreads  before  them,  how 
could  they  keep  up  their  hearts  through  the  stony 
desert  across  which  we  toil  ? 

The  following  day  was  Saturday,  and  Lionel 
returned  to  the  bosom  of  his  family.  He  did  not 
look  very  bright,  but  be  made  himself  as  pleasant 
as  he  could,  and  seemed  on  the  best  of  terms  with 
his  mother. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  he  mentioned  that 
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he  had  an  invitation  to  dine  and  sleep  on  the 
following  Tuesday  at  the  country  house  of  the 
head  of  his  firm,  a  very  fine  gentleman  indeed ; 
perhaps  he  might  stay  till  Thursday — he  would 
if  he  were  pressed.  It  was  a  pleasant  house. 
There  were  two  or  three  bright,  amusing  daugh- 
ters, etc.  etc. 

Then  he  produced  a  ncAv  song  he  had  brought 
with  him,  Avhich  he  and  Mjrra  agreed  was  not 
worth  the  trouble  of  learning.  Altogether  he  was 
very  nice  and  brotherly,  and  Myra  thought  how 
much  more  quickly  the  evening  went  when  he  was 

at  home. 

***** 

The  season  was  now  rapidly  swelling  to  high- 
water  mark,  and  Dorothea  Browne  lived  in -a  busy 
whirl,  which  quite  swallowed  up  her  benevolent 
intentions  towards  Myra.  It  was  almost  ten  days 
since  she  had  seen  the  charming  widow  or  her  niece, 
and  when  Mrs.  Dallas  and  Myra  called  on  the 
Sunday  following  Mrs.  Keene's  visit,  they  only 
found  Lady  Shirland,  who  welcomed  them  warmly. 
It  was  a  pleasant  visit  to  Myra,  who  found  her- 
self near  a    nice  fatherly  sort  of    grey-haired  man, 
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one  of  several  callers,  who  talked  to  her,  and 
M37Ta  was  by  no  means  shy  when  interested.  The 
talk  gradually  turned  on  books  and  pictures,  so 
Myra  grew  animated  and  the  colour  came  to  her 
cheeks.  These  indications  did  not  escape  Mrs. 
Dallas,  who  grew  more  convinced  that  there  were 
many  chambers  in  Myra's  mind  still  to  be  explored. 

"  Who  is  that  young  lady  ? "  asked  the  elderly 
gentleman,  who  was  a  well-known  essayist,  when 
Mrs.  Dallas  carried  off  her  niece. 

Lady  Shirland  told  her  name. 

"  She  is  unusually  intelligent  and  natural  for 
so  young  a  girl.  I  suspect  she  has  the  making  of 
a  charming  woman." 

As  they  walked  towards  home,  Mrs.  Dallas 
thought  it  as  well  to  warn  Myra. 

"  I  am  always  pleased  to  see  you  amused,  dear, 
but  perhaps  it  would  be  wiser  not  to  talk  so  freely 
to  a  total  stranger." 

"What,  only  about  pictures,  and  books,  and 
things  of  that  kind  ?  It  is  such  a  relief ! "  cried 
Myra. 

"Still,  it  is  not  quite  prudent,"  persisted  Mrs. 
Dallas. 
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"  How  tiresome  everything  is ! "  returned  Myra, 
with  some  irritation ;  and  lapsed  into  a  mental 
repetition  of  her  new  acquaintance's  piquant 
and  clever  observations,  while  her  aunt  delivered 
a  neat  little  lecture  on  the  necessity  of  caution, 
reticence,  and  circumspection  on  the  part  of 
young  ladies  which  nearly  lasted  to  their  own 
door. 

It  was  curious  to  notice  the  effect  which  any  in- 
dividual action  on  the  part  of  Myra  produced  on  Mrs. 
Dallas.  So  long  as  her  niece  was  quiescent,  silent, 
inanimate,  she  felt  a  certain  degree  of  faint  liking 
for  her;  but  directly  Myra  enunciated  an  opinion 
or  showed  the  slightest  desire  or  ability  to  stand 
alone,  a  tyrannical  determination  to  reduce  her  to 
dependence,  mental  and  physical,  sprang  to  fierce 
life  in  her  aunt's  mind,  and  demanded  her  sup- 
pression. 

"  I  suppose  we  need  not  expect  to  see  Lionel 
till  to-morrow,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas  as  they  sat  at 
luncheon  the  following  Wednesday.  "  He  promised 
to  telegraph  to  me  if  he  were  to  return  to  dinner, 
so  I  have  not  ordered  any.  I  am  going  to  leave 
you   all    alone,   dear,   for  which   you    must    forgive 
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me.  I  have,  for  a  wonder,  promised  to  dine  with 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Deedes  this  evening.  He  has  been 
frightfully  overworked  of  late,  so  we  are  going  to 
have  some  business  talk  in  the  evening." 

"  Of  course,  aunt,  you  would  not  mind  me.  I 
have  another  book — an  old  volume  of  Sir  Walter 
Scott — which  Mrs.  Dwyer  lent  me,  which " 

"  Mrs.  Dwyer !  "  repeated  Mrs.  Dallas.  "  How 
did  she  come  to  lend  you  a  book  ? " 

"  I  asked  her  for  one  yesterday  when  she  came 
in  to  wind  the  clock ;  you  were  upstairs.  You  don't 
give  me  enough  to  do,  aunt,  so  I  always  want 
something  to  read." 

"  Show  me  the  book,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas  peremp- 
torily. 

Myra  at  once  brought  her  a  well-thumbed 
volume  which  lay  on  a  table  between  the 
windows. 

Mrs.  Dallas  turned  over  the  pages  slowly  with 
keen  attention,  while  she  thought,  "  If  there  was 
anything  between  the  leaves,  of  course  it  has  been 
taken  out;  but  she  would  not  have  been  such  a 
fool  as  to  call  my  attention  to  it  if " 

"  '  Old  Mortahty,' "  she  said  aloud.     "  I  beheve  it 
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is  considered  one  of  his  best,  but  I  don't  care 
much  for  novels  myself." 

"  I  love  them  !  "  returned  Myra.  "  I  forget  every- 
thing but  the  story  while  I  am  reading,  and  that 
is  a  comfort ! " 

"  Is  your  life  so  unhappy  then,  Myra  ? " 

"  I  have  made  rather  an  ungrateful  speech," 
said  Myra  penitently ;  "  but  I  confess  it  is  painful 
to  be  a  burden  even  on  the  kindest  relative  ! " 

"  Nonsense,  child !  Besides,  you  do  not  know 
what  good  fortune  fate  may  have  stored  up  for 
you  in  the  shape  of  a  rich  husband." 

"  I  should  not  like  to  be  a  burden  on  him 
either,  aunt." 

"  What !  are  you  going  to  set  up  as  a  strong- 
minded  woman,  Myra  ? " 

"  Oh,  I  wish  I  were  strong-minded  !  but  I  am 
woefully  weak." 

"  Anythmg  is  better  than  being  obstinate." 

When  Mrs.  Dallas  set  out  to  dine  with  her  soli- 
citor, Avhich  she  did  rather  early,  as  he  lived  at 
some  distance,  Myra  felt  an  odd  sort  of  relief  at 
being  alone  and  free.  It  was  strange  what  a  sense 
of  being  watched  had  grown   upon   her !      It    was 

/ 


j 
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ungrateful  and  unreasonable  to  feel  like  this,  but  : 
there  was  the  feeling,  and  she  would  not  exhaust  j 
herself  aro-uinp-  about  it.  So  she  took  her  book  ] 
and  lost  herself  in  its  interest,  till  it  was  too  dark  ; 
to  read  any  more  by  the  fading  light.  .  \ 

Then  she  lit  the  lamp  and  made  up  the  fire,  i 
While  doing  so,  it  struck  her  that  it  was  a  good  ! 
opportunity  to  write  a  few  lines  to  dear,  kind  Mrs.  ; 
Keene,  just  to  assure  her  that  all  was  well.  "  For  [ 
indeed,"  said  Myra  to  herself,  "  I  have  nothing  to  : 
complain  of,  and  that  will  relieve  her  mind.  I  i 
have  no  stamp,  nor  a  penny  to  buy  one,  but  she  ; 
will  not  mind  paying  twopence  for  the  information,  i 
Mrs.  Dvvyer  will  post  it  for  me.  Perhaps  I  ought  \ 
not  to  ask  her !  But,  oh  J  I  will.  I  know  Mrs.  \ 
Keene  is  anxious  about  me.  When  will  my  aunt  j 
give  me  the  pocket-money  she  talked  of?  at  all 
events,  I  cannot  ask  her."  ] 

She   went    to    the    writing-table,   and    had    just 
opened   the   bbtting-book,  when   the   sound   of  the  j 
door  handle  turning  made  her  look  round.  1 

She  found  herself  face   to  face  with   Lionel.     It 
Avas  startling,   but   she   did  not  much   mind,  for  of, 
late  he  had  been  very  quiet  and  undemonstrative.         s 
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"  Oh,  Lionel !  I  did  not  think  you  would  have 
come  back  till  to-morrow  ? " 

"  I  had  intended  to  stay  a  day  longer,  but  I 
felt  dull ;  I  had  a  headache,  and  a  fit  of  home- 
sickness !     A^Qiere  is  my  mother  ? " 

"  She  is  dining  out  1 " 

"  You  don't  mean  it !  Wonders  will  never  cease  ! 
Pray,  where  ? " 

"With  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Deedes;  and  I  am  afraid 
there  is  no  dinner  for  you,  Lionel ! " 

"  It  is  no  matter !    I  had  a  late  luncheon." 

"  Then  you  would  like  a  cup  of  tea  ? " 

"  Thank  you  1     I  would  rather  have  a  B.  and  S." 

"  Tea  would  be  better  for  you." 

"  I  don't  think  so !  He  rang  the  bell,  and  went 
to  take  out  the  cognac  from  the  sideboard.  Myra 
Avas  sitting  in  the  dining-room.  Having  despatched 
the  desired  beverage,  Lionel  declared  himself  much 
refreshed. 

"How  nice  and  bright  and  homelike  it  looks 
here ! "  he  exclaimed,  throwing  himself  into  an  easy 
chair  by  the  fire;  while  Myra  resumed  hers  beside 
the  table  which  held  the  lamp,  and  took  up  her 
knitting,  feeling  dreadfidly  annoyed  at  this  inter- 
/2 


68       THE  SXARE   OF  THE  FOWLEB.  ] 

\ 
ruption  to  the  free,  peaceful  evening  she  had  hoped  ; 

to  enjoy.  \ 

Silence  ensued.  Myra's  eyes  were  bent  upon  her  \ 
work,  but  the  sense  of  being  watched  compelled  ] 
her  to  raise  them.  They  met  Lionel's,  which  were  j 
lixed  upon  her  with  an  expression  which  at  once  ; 
angered  and  frightened  her ;  but  she  could  find  no  ' 
words  wherewith  to  rebuke  him. 

"  It  is  quite  heavenly  to  sit  here  alone  with  | 
you,  Myra ! "  he  exclaimed  at  last.  "  I  wish  my  \ 
mother  would  never  come  back,  then  we  could  be  j 
by  ourselves  always  ! "  ; 

"  For  shame ! "  said  Myra  warmly,  "  to  speak  \ 
so  ungratefully  of  your  mother,  who  loves  you  ^ 
dearly,  and  only  lives  for  you !  Why  do  you  say  i 
such  things  ?  "  ^ 

"  Because,"  returned  Lionel  in  a  deep,  quiet  voice, 
and  still  leaning  back  in  his  chair — "  because  I  should  j 
not    care    if   all    the   world   were   swept   away,   if  I  ! 
only  had  you  all  to  myself ! "  i 

Myra  felt   very   vexed   with   him;    but  she   had  I 
been   accustomed   to   his   almost     boyish    outbreaks 
in  former  days,  and  she  did  not  perceive  the  force,  ; 
the  determined  passion  in  his  tone.  ' 
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"  I  wish  you  Avould  not  talk  like  that,  Lionel : 
it  is  very  disagreeable  !  Why  did  you  not  stay  and 
flirt  with  those  young  ladies  your  mother  says  are 
so  fond  of  you  ?  " 

"  Pah  1 "  exclaimed  the  young  man  starting  up 
and  pacing  the  room,  "  the  thought  of  any  woman 
but  yourself  makes  me  sick.  I  was  always  in  love 
with  you.  Long  ago,  I  used  not  to  think  about  you 
when  you  were  out  of  my  sight,  but  I  used  to  fall 
in  love  over  again  whenever  I  saw  you.  And  you  were 
so  hard  and  cold ;  the  woman's  heart  in  you  had 
not  woke  up.  Will  it  ever  wake  ?  Then  I  knew 
my  mother  was  harsh  to  you,  and  accused  you  of 
mischief  unjustly — why  don't  you  love  me,  Myra  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  I  don't  know,  Lionel ! "  she  returned, 
more  moved  than  she  had  ever  been  by  the  tremor 
in  his  voice,  the  trouble  in  his  eyes.  "  I  am  sorry 
to  cause  you  any  worry;  but  I  really  don't  think 
I  could  fall  in  love  with  you  or  anyone !  There 
are  heaps  of  nice  girls,  much  nicer  than  I  am,  who 
might  be  very  fond  of  you,  because  you  are  nice 
too ; " 

"  It  is  utterl}^  cruel  of  you  to  talk  in  that  dis- 
tracting way.     You  cannot  picture  to  yourself  what 
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\ 

I  feel.  I  tell  you,  Myra,  if  you  will  not  be  my  ; 
wife — if  you  will  not  love  me,  and  come  to  me  and  | 
kiss  me — I'll  die  ! "  He  threw  himself  on  his  knee  i 
beside  her,  and  tried  to  put  his  arms  round  her  ! 
waist. 

"Have  you  lost  your  senses,  Lionel?"  she  said  in-  : 
dignantly,  as  she  pushed  back  her  chair  and  rose  up.  [ 
"  You  only  pain  me  by  this  folly.  You  ought  to  j 
see  it  is  folly.  And  how  could  we  marry  ?  You  i 
have  no  money,  and  I  have  no  money.  Your  ; 
mother  would  be  furious  if  she  thought  you  asked  ; 
me."  : 

"Don't  tell  her,  then,"  he  replied,  with  a  smile -j 
and  cunning  look,  as  he  too  stood  up  and  leant  on  \ 
the  back  of  a  high  chair.  [ 

"  Yes,  Lionel ;  I  will  tell  her  to-morrow  morning.  : 
It  is  not  right   to   hide  anything  from  her  ;   and  I 
cannot  live  here  if  I  am  to  cause  pain  to  you  and  j 
trouble  to  your  mother." 

"  My  mother  will  agree  to  any  thing  I  set  my  \ 
heart  upon."  j 

"  But  /  will  not,  Lionel.  There  is  no  use  in  ; 
talking  any  longer,  it  is  only  distressing  to  us  both.  ! 
I  shall  say  good-night  now."  ; 
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She  gathered  up  her  knittmg  with  a  decided 
air,  and  turned  towards  the  door. 

Quick  as  thought  young  Ashby  sprang  to  it, 
turned  the  key,  and  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

Myra  stood  mute  with  astonishment. 

"Lionel,"  she  exclaimed  at  last,  "how  dare  you! 
Open  that  door  at  once ! " 

"  Not  unless  you  promise  to  hear  all  I  have  to 
say." 

"  I  Avill  not  listen  to  a  word  if  you  do  not 
open  that  door  ;  and  I  shall  call  Mrs.  Dwyer." 

Though  Myra  felt  strangely  frightened  and 
extremely  angry,  she  kept  a  cool,  determined 
front. 

"  If  I  open  it,  will  jou  stay  and  hear  me  ? " 

"  Yes ;  but  it  must  be  open.  Then  you  can  say 
what  you  like." 

Lionel  hesitated,  and  then  put  the  key  in  the 
lock,  opened  the  door  a  little,  and  resumed  : — 

"  You  do  not  know  what  you  are  refusing  now, 
Myra.  I  shall  be  well  off — better  off  than  you 
dream — and  you  shall  share  all  I  possess.  Then 
you  will  be  free  and  independent.  You  shall  be 
my  queen — no  longer  poor  and  lonely.     Oh,  Myra, 
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why  don't  you  see  that  there  is  nothing  left  for 
you  but  to  be  my  wife  ? " 

"  I  don't  see  it  at  all,  Lionel ;  and,  indeed,  you 
would  be  very  sorry  if  it  were  so.  I  couldn't  make 
you  happy,  because  I  should  not  be  happy  myself. 
Remember  that,  and  just  put  it  out  of  your 
mind." 

"I  cannot — and  I  will  not!"  cried  Lionel.  "Do 
not  make  me  hate  as  well  as  love  you.  You  shall 
be  my  wife — nothing  shall  keep  you  from  me ! 
Don't  force  me  to  be  cruel  to  you,  for  I  can  and 
will  be.  Listen,  Myra.  You  treat  me  as  a  foolish 
boy.  You  will  find  me  more  than  you  can  resist. 
I  am  resolved  you  shall  be  my  wife — my  own,  and 
none  other's  ;  and  you  shall  kiss  me  now — a  forcT 
taste  of  all  I  shall  have  hereafter." 

He  made  a  bold  attempt  to  catch  her  in  his 
arms ;  but  she  was  too  quick  for  him. 

With  a  sharp,  angry  cry  of  "Never!"  she  eluded 
his  grasp,  and,  darting  upstairs  to  her  own  room, 
securely  locked  the  door. 

Safe  in  her  own  sanctum,  she  sat  down  to 
meditate  on  this  strange  outbreak. 

It  had  always  been  annoying   to  her   to  be  the 
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object  of  what  she  considered  his  insolent  atten- 
tions ;  but  she  never  gave  him  credit  for  a  serious 
attachment.  His  vehemence  and  audacity  offended 
and  alarmed  her.  Hitherto,  as  he  said,  she  had 
thought  of  him  and  treated  him  as  a  foolish  boy. 
Now  there  was  something  in  his  eyes — his  voice 
— that  impressed  her  with  a  sense  of  danger. 

A  shudder  passed  through  her.  She  strove  to 
resist  the  feeling ;  she  despised  herself  for  such 
weakness.  AATiat  harm  could  happen  to  her  ? 
Lionel  had  a  violent  temper,  and  was  vexed  with 
her.  He  would  forget  his  threats  next  day.  Then 
her  aunt  would  be  against  him.  Perhaps  she  would 
see  it  was  better  that  he  and  M}rra  should  not  be 
in  the  same  house,  and  might  send  her  away — not 
angrily,  but  as  a  measure  of  precaution.  Surely 
she  (Myra)  might  at  least  find  food  and  shelter 
somewhere  as  a  nursery  governess  !  She  was  sur- 
prised to  find  that  her  heart  leapt  at   the  thought. 

She  was  quite  unambitious.  Her  young  life  had 
been  so  sad,  so  harassed,  so  lonely,  that  anything  like 
certainty — peace,  the  sense  of  being  of  use  to  some- 
one, dear  to  someone — seemed  like  a  prospect  of 
heaven.       She  could  not — no,    strive  as  she  would, 
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she  could  not — find  the  smallest  sense  of  home  in 
her  aunt's  house.  Something  of  peace  and  security 
clung  round  the  idea  of  Jack  Leyton ;  but  he  was 
virtually  lost  to  her.  She  would  probably  never 
see  him  again ;  and  she  hardly  regretted  this. 

So  she  dropped  asleep — a  vague  dream  of  es- 
caping ;  of  having  a  desperate  struggle  to  find  hat 
and  cloak ;  of  finally  running  away  without  them ; 
of  being  pursued  and  overtaken  by  Lionel ;  and, 
finally,  wakening  just  as  he  grasped  her  arm. 

It  was  daylight,  and  Myra  thought  she  had 
been  dreaming  the  whole  night  through ;  at  all 
events,  she  felt  as  tired  as  if  she  had. 

When  Mrs.  Dallas  returned  from  dining  (wher- 
ever she  had  dined),  she  found  her  son  pacing  the 
dining-room  with  hasty  steps.  His  face  was  white, 
his  eyes  burning. 

She  stood  a  moment  contemplating  him,  and 
slowly  untied  and  removed  her  bonnet. 

"You  are  unsuccessful,  I  see,"  she  said  quietly. 

"  Unsuccessful  1 — yes.  That  girl  has  driven  me 
almost  mad.  She  has  no  feehng — no  blood  in  her 
veins,  only  half-frozen  water.  She  treated  me  with 
disdain. ,  Why  is  she  different  from   other  women  ? 
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She  fled  from  me  as  if  I  were  loathsome.  Can 
it  be  that  she  despises  the  strain  of  Eastern  blood 
in  my  veins  ? " 

A  flash  of  indignant  light  shot  from  his  mother's 
eyes. 

"  If  so,  I  shall  tell  her  the  facts  about  her  own 
birth.  But,  Lionel,  are  you  sure  it  was  not  stupid 
shyness  or  girlish  coquetry  that  made  her  refuse 
you?" 

"  It  is  personal  aversion,"  he  returned  bitterly, 
as  he  threw  himself  on  the  sofa.  "  She  shrinks 
from  my  touch.  She  raises  the  devil  in  me.  I 
love  her,  I  thirst  for  her,  yet  I  want  to  trample 
her  under  my  feet." 

"  This  is  folly,  Lionel ;  you  must  be  cool,  reso- 
lute, reasonable.  You  shall  have  this  girl  anyhow ; 
but  if  you  will  be  guided  by  me  you  may  have  her 
pleasantly.     Tell  me  what  passed." 

Lionel  recapitulated  what  had  passed  with 
tolerable  accuracy,  growing  calmer  as  he  spoke. 
Mrs.  Dallas  listened  with  profound  attention. 

"  The  game,  to  be  thoroughly  well  played,  needs 
more  time  than  we  can  give  to  it,"  she  said.  "You 
are  not  slow  and  sentimental  enough   for  the   silly 
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girl,  but  what  slie  wants  or  wishes  is  of  small 
importance.  You  must  be  patient  and  prudent. 
Ask  her  pardon  to-morrow,  and  undertake  to  be 
brotherly  and  all  that  sort  of  thing;  then  get  her 
to  give  you  a  chance  of  winning  her.  We  will 
get  her  abroad,  and  once  in  our  own  hands,  away 
from  all  possibility  of  interference,  it  will  go  hard 
if  we  do  not  manage,  without  brutality  of  any 
kind,  to  compromise  her  in  some  way  and  make 
her  willing  enough  to  be  your  wife.  Of  course, 
we'll  try  fair  means  first;  but,  fair  or  foul,  she  shall 
be  your  wife  before  three  months  are  over." 

Something  in  the  quiet,  deep  determination  of 
his  mother's  manner  made  Lionel  for  the  moment 
beheve  that  all  things  were  possible  to  her. 

"I  will  act  as  you  advise,"  he  said,  readily 
enough.  "One  thing  I  am  nearly  sure  of — she 
doesn't  care  about  any  other  fellow.  I  do  not 
think  it  is  in  her  to  care  for  anyone." 

"So  much  the  better  for  her  future  husband. 
Women  of  that  kind  are  gentle,  submissive,  and 
satisfied  with  little." 

"  I  don't  think  you  understand  Myra  Dallas." 

"  I  sometimes  doubt  if  I  do.     I  sometimes  catch 
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glimpses  of  obstinacy,  of  stubborn  truthfulness — 
she  would  call  it  integrity  —  and  then  I  hate 
her." 

"  Ay,  but  you  shall  do  her  no  harm,"  ejaculated 
Lionel,  looking  distrustfully  at  his  mother.  "  No 
one  shall  hurt  her  save  myself." 

"  You  are  a  silly  boy  !  " — contemptuously ;  "  you 
say  Myra  is  afraid  I  should  be  displeased  at  the 
idea  of  a  marriage  between  you  two.  If  she  makes 
a  confession  to  me,  what  line  shall  I  adopt — 
approval  or  disapproval  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know ;  what  do  you  think  ?  Which 
would  forward  our  plans  best?" 

"  Disapproval  might  answer  best,  but  it  would  be 
a  waiting  game  ;  w^e  cannot  spare  the  time.  If  she 
speaks  to  me  to-morrow,  I  shall  act  on  the  inspi- 
ration of  the  moment ;  and  you,  Lionel  —  you 
must  apologise  and  explain,  but  in  writing;  don't 
trust  yourself  in  an  interview.  Come,  it  is  not 
late ;  let  us  compose  a  touching  epistle.  Leave 
it  on  the  breakfast-table,  and  I'll  send  your  coftee 
and  toast  to  your  room  ;  you  had  better  not  meet 
in  the  morning.  Tiresome  girl!  w^hy  does  she 
give  so  much  trouble  ? " 
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The  letter  took   some  time   and   the   spoiHng  of 

several  sheets  of  paper.  ] 

When  it  was  finished  and  addressed,  there  was  \ 

a   brief  pause.      Then    Mrs.   Dallas    said    in   a   low  I 

voice —  • 

"  I   can  not  make  out   what   she  has  done  with  ; 
that  ring." 

"  Can't  you  find  it  ?  "  asked  Lionel.  .  ■ 

"  No.      I   have   looked    through   everything   she  | 

possesses — lodging-house    locks    are    not    difficult —  ; 

and   it  is   not  to  be  found.     If  she  had  lost   it   at  ; 

school   one  could    understand,   but   she   has  had   it  ; 
since  she  came  here,  and  I  am  afraid  to  make  any 

Stir  about  it   lest   it  might  suggest  suspicion.     Sus-  ] 

picion  may  sleep  for    ages,  but,  once   awakened,  it  | 

is  sleepless."  : 

•     1 


CHAPTER    XIV. 

A    PAUSE   UPON   THE   BPtlXK. 

When  Myra  descended  next  morning,  she  was  sur- 
prised to  find  a  letter  on  her  plate,  a  letter  addressed 
in  an  unkno^Ti  hand,  and  unstamped.  She  was 
the  first  to  appear,  and  took  the  opportunity  of 
opening  it : — 

"  Dearest  Myra, — "  [it  ran]  "  I  cannot  sleep  without 
humbling  myself  before  you,  and  asking  your  pardon  for 
my  outburst  this  evening.  I  know  it  was  startling  to  you, 
and  unbecoming  in  me.  All  I  can  urge  in  excuse  is  a  state 
of  mind  you  cannot,  perhaps,  understand.  I  have  loved 
you  so  long,  so  fondly  that  I  could  not  resist  staking  my 
all  on  one  throw,  and  lost  self-control  when  I  felt  the  cruel 
stabs  of  your  indifference.  But,  Myra,  do  not  quite  turn 
from  me,  only  give  me  a  chance  of  recovering  your  esteem. 
I  swear  I  will  strive  to  be  worthy  of  you  ;  I  swear  to  con- 
trol myself.  I  ask  no  return,  unless,  indeed,  I  am  so  blessed 
as  to  win  your  affection  !  I  will  try  to  be  as  a  brother  to 
you,  if  you  will  treat  me  with  kindness — mere  friendly 
kindness  !     You  will  help  me  to  recover  myself,  for  I  have 
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not  been  as  prudent  or  steady  as  I  ought  to  be.      I  ask  for 
no  reply  to  this  ;  a  word,  a  look  when  we  next  meet  will 
be  enough ;  only  forgive  me,  and  help  me  to  reach  a  higher 
standard.      I  do  not  want  you  to  commit  yourself  to  any-  ; 
thing,  only  believe  in  the  devoted  love  of  yours — Lionel  ■ 
Ash  BY."  ' 

"  Poor  Lionel  1  I  did  not  think  he  could  write  ^ 
so  well !  in  such  a  good  spirit.  If  I  can  help  him  ; 
I  shall  be  delighted,  of  course ;  but  I  am  afraid  I  i 
could  never  like  to  marry  him.  I  almost  wish  I  \ 
could  !  but,  no,  it  is  impossible."  Here  Mrs.  Dallas  ; 
came  in.  Myra  did  not  offer  her  the  letter,  but  she  ; 
let  it  lie  openly  on  the  breakfast  table.  \ 

That  meal  was  discussed  almost  in  silence.  When  \ 
the  breakfast  things  were  removed,  Mrs.  Dallas  re-  i 
tired  to  an  arm-chair  with  the  newspaper,  as  was  ^ 
her  wont.  Myra  moved  about  a  little  uneasily ;  j 
she  watered  the  ferns  in  the  window,  and  put  some  '■ 
coals  on  the  fire,  and  then  stood  looking  irresolutely  \ 
at  her  aunt,  who  was  half  hidden  behind  the  Daily  \ 
Telegraph.  At  last  with  a  sudden  effort  she  ex-  • 
claimed,  "  When  you  have  quite  done  with  the  paper,  j 
I  want  to  speak  to  you."  I 

"  Certainly ! "    said   Mrs.  Dallas  laying  aside   her  I 
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paper,  "  I  am  always   ready   to   hear   whatever  you 
have  to  say,  my  dear." 

"  Thank  you  ! "  returned  Myra  growing  red  and 
white.  Then  she  hesitated  and  resumed  :  "  This," 
holding  it  up,  "  is  from  Lionel.  I  w^ant  to  tell  you 
all  about  it." 

"  By  all  means,  tell  me  everything  I  draw  that 
low  chair  beside  me."  Myra,  much  encouraged, 
obeyed  Mrs.  Dallas. 

"  Did  you  see  Lionel  last  night  ? " 

"No  1  He  had  gone  to  bed  when  I  came  in," 
replied  her  aunt  gazing  straight  into  her  eyes. 

"  Well,  aunt.  He  came  back  quite  early — 
about  eight  o'clock,  I  think — and  we  talked,  and 
— and  — I  am  afraid  you  will  be  very  vexed — but 
he — asked  me  to  marry  him,  and  was  rather  angry 
because  I  said  I  could  not,  that  it  would  be  wrong 
to  vex  you.  Then  he  was  awfully  angry,  so  I  grew 
frightened,  and  ran  away.  I  found  this  letter  when  I 
came  do^vn,  and  it  is  a  very  nice  one  !  I  must  show 
it  to  you.  You  see  he  is  very  good,  and  is  going  to 
be  sensible,  so  he  will  soon  forget  his  fancy  for  me.  I 
really  do  not  wish  to  marry  him  ;  but  if  I  did  1  would 

not,  because  it  w^ould  be  ungrateful  to  you,  as " 

9 
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\ 
While  she  spoke  Mrs.  Dallas  had  been  looking  | 

through  Lionel's  letter,  and  now  she  interrupted; 
Myra  with  a  deep  sigh.  "  My  poor  boy  1 "  she  said,  i 
"Yes,  it  is  a  good  letter!  Ah!  Mjrra,  my  heart ! 
aches  for  him  !  I  know  how  deeply  his  love  for^ 
you  is  rooted  in  his  heart.  I  confess  that  while  I, 
was  under  a  false  impression  respecting  you  I  was! 
very  strongly  opposed  to  the  idea  of  his  marrying 
you ;  but  now  that  I  know  you,  now  that  you  have; 
lived  with  me  and  I  see  your  worth,  my  views  are- 
changed.  I,  too,  thought  Lionel's  was  a  mere  boyish] 
passing  fancy.  This,"  touching  the  paper,  "  is  the! 
letter  of  a  man — a  resolute,  true-hearted  man.  A| 
marriage  with  you  may  not  be  wise  from  a  worldlyi 
point  of  view,  but,  after  all,  happiness  is  the  first] 
consideration,  and  I  see  you  are  essential  to  Lionel's  ;j 
therefore,  my  dear  Myra,  I  retract  all  my  objections,; 
or  rather,  they  have  been  removed  so  completely^ 
that  I  wish  you  to  become  my  son's  wife!  Can  I; 
prove  my  regard  for  you  more  strongly  ? "  A 

"No,  indeed,"  said  Myra  touched  and  surprised,.; 
but  also  infinitely  distressed.  "  I  am  sure  it  is  morel 
than  I  could  have  expected,  and  I  am  very  grateful 
to  you  ;  but,  aunt,  you  must  understand  that — that — ■ 
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I  don't  know  how  it  is,  I  am  sure  Lionel  is  nice  and 
pleasant,  and  good-looking,  but  I  don't  think  I  could 
marry  him,  and  I  do  not  think  he  would  like  me 
as  a  wife — afterwards,  I  mean." 

"  Do  not  be  obstinate  and  unreasonable,  Myra ! 
You  have,  no  doubt,  accustomed  your  mind  to  con- 
sider marriage  with  Lionel  impossible,  because  it 
would  be  displeasing  to  me.  If  you  think  of  all 
the  advantages  it  would  secure  to  you — a  happy, 
secure  home,  for,  though  I  am  not  rich,  I  have  a 
competency,  which  I  will  share  with  you — and  tiie 
ample  repayment  it  would  be  to  me  lor  any  service 
I  have  done  you,  to  see  my  dear  boy  rescued  by 
a  wife  such  as  his  soul  desires  from  the  dangers  and 
temptations  of  early  bachelorhood " 

"  I  am  sure  I  wish  I  could,"  murmured  Myra 
with  an  air  of  hesitation  which  misled  Mrs 
Dallas. 

"Do  not  decide  anything,  my  love,"  she  said 
soothingly.  "  Let  things  go  on  on  their  old  footing. 
Give  Lionel  the  chance  of  winning  you,  and " 

"  Of  course,  I  should  like  to  please  you,"  inter- 
rupted Myra  earnestly  ;  "  but  if,  after  a  while,  I  am 
still  of  the  same  mind,  do  not  say  I  deceived  you 
9  2 
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both  or  misled  you.  Indeed,  aunt,  it  would  be  wiser, 
to  let  me  go  back  to  school ;  or,  if  Mrs.  Fairchildi 
would  not  have  me,  Lady  Shirland  might  find  me, 
some  employment,  which  would  be  a  relief  to  yoU: 
and  more  independent  for  me." 

"  What ! "  cried  Mrs.  Dallas  in  angry  astonish-; 
ment.  "  Would  j^ou  prefer  drudgery  to  the  comfort: 
and  repose  of  my  home — the  position  of  Lionel's^ 
wife?"  \ 

Regular  work  was  an  abomination  to  her  senH 
suous,  indolent  nature,  though  to  gain  any  especial 
purpose  she  could  make  strong  and  even  continuous 
efforts. 

"  Idleness  is  even  more  tiresome  than  drudgery 
—  though  I  am  neither  strong  nor  diligent ;  but 
latterly  I  have  not  cared  to  sit  and  dream  as  I 
used.  I  want  more  to  be  up  and  doing.  I  wish  I 
could  work — really  work — in  some  studio  and  learn. 
I  might  earn  money  by-and-bye — money  enough  to 
pay  for  the  cost  of  teaching.  But  that  would  be  ti 
mere  chance,  so  there  is  no  use  in  speaking 
about  it." 

"  There  is  not,  indeed,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas  harshly 
She   had  great  difficulty  in  hiding  the   indignation 


A  PAUSE    UPON  THE  BBIXK.  85 

Myra's  words  had  raised. .  "I  suppose  you  would 
like  to  study  with  Mr.  Leyton  ? "  she  added,  with 
an  irrepressible  sneer. 

It  was  lost  upon  Myra,  who  was  taken  up  with 
her  own  hopes  and  fears. 

"  Yes ;  very  much,"  she  replied  quietly.  "  Ho 
can  teach  very  Avell ;  but  I  suppose  when  he  is 
married  he  will  have  a  lovely  studio  and  not  let 
anyone  but  himself  work  in  it." 

"  Very  likely,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas. 

Something  in  Myra's  tone  allayed  her  irritation  : 
and  she  said  to  herself,  "  If  she  is  perfectly  free 
from  any  liking — any  preposterous  fancy  for  another 
— Lionel  must  succeed  by  fair  means  ;  and  they  are 
best." 

"  Well,  dear,"  she  resumed  softly,  "  have  patience. 
Follow  my  advice  for  a  short  time — a  few  weeks — 
and  then,  if  both  Lionel  and  myself  prove  in- 
tolerable, why,  you  may  go  and  work  to  your 
heart's  content— if  you  can  get  work  to  do." 

"  Yes ;  that  is  not  so  easy,  I  know.  I  shall,  of 
course,  do  what  you  wish,  only  then  you  nuist  not 
be  angry  if — if  I  do  go  away." 

"  Oh,  no  ! "  returned  Mrs.  Dallas  drily. 
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"  Thank  you.  You  are  really  too  good  to  me," 
said  Myra  warmly;  then  she  rose,  hesitated,  and  left 
the  room. 

Myra  hesitated  because  she  felt  that  a  kindly 
kiss  would  have  been  the  appropriate  end  of  their 
conversation;  but,  curiously  enough,  though  at  times 
her  heart  warmed  to  Mrs.  Dallas  sufficiently  to 
reproach  its  owner  with  coldness  and  ingratitude,  it 
never  incited  her  to  offer  her  aunt  a  caress;  and 
Myra  was  too  much  guided  by  impulses^n  fact, 
she  rarely  disobeyed  them. 

Mrs.  Dallas  looked  after  her  when  the  door  was 
shut.     Her  face  darkened,  and  she  murmured — 

"  Fool !  How  can  she  hesitate  ?  Ignorant  as  she 
is,  it  must  seem  to  her  like  casting  away  high 
fortune.  If  she  hesitates  much  longer,  I  will  tell 
her  that  she  is  base-born — that  few  men  would  seek 
in  marriage  a  girl  who  bears  the  stamp  of  shame. 
If  she  knew  all !  But  I  must  take  care.  What 
does  she  want  ?  What  can  she  want  ?  She  seems 
utterly  transparent;  yet  I  cannot  fathom  her.  Why 
trouble  about  it,  or  what  she  wills  or  wishes  ? 
She  is  friendless,  helpless,  penniless,  and  in  my 
hands." 
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It  was  with  no  small  trepidation  that  Myra 
caiue  down  to  dinner  that  day.  Lionel  was  already 
in  the  drawing-room  ;  but  Mrs.  Dallas  had  not  yet 
appeared  when  Myra  opened  the  door.  Lionel  did 
not  rush  to  meet  her  with  his  usual  emj^ressement 
He  made  a  step  or  two  forward  as  she  advanced, 
and  said  in  a  quiet,  ordinary  tone — 

"Good  evening,  Myra.  Come  near  the  fire."  He 
drew  a  chair  for  her,  but  did  not  offer  to  shake 
hands.  "  It  is  quite  cold,"  he  continued.  "  I  hate 
the  climate,  and  should  almost  like  to  return  to 
India." 

Myra  felt  a  sort  of  relief,  but  scarcely  knew 
how  to  reply 

"  I  think,"  she  said  with  some  embarrassment, 
"  that  the  long  evenings  make  the  cold  seem  more 
dreary." 

"  Probably."  Then,  after  a  short  pause,  he  said 
softly,  "  Are  Ave  to  be  friends,  Myra  ? " 

"  Oh,  yes ;  I  shall  be  very  glad,"  she  returned 
almost  eagerly. 

"  Thank  you,"  was  his  brief  reply ;  and  before 
they  could  exchange  another  word  Mrs.  Dallas 
joined  them. 
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Dinner  passed  over  almost  easily.  Both  mother 
and  son  exerted  themselves  to  talk  on  various 
general  topics,  which  assisted  Myra  to  regain  her 
self-possession ;  and  by  the  time  they  had  taken 
coffee  they  were  on  their  former  footing. 

'•'There  is  a  great  draught,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas 
when  they  went  upstairs. 

"The  landing  window  is  open,"  returned 
Myra,  going  to  close  it. 

The  staircase  and  landings  up  to  the  second 
storey  occupied  an  annexe  in  the  Melford  Road 
semi-detached  houses,  so  the  window  in  question 
opened  on  the  balcony  running  along  the  front 
of  the  house,  on  which  also  the  drawing-room 
Avindows  looked. 

"  Thank  you,  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas  when 
Myra  joined  her.  "  Pray  see  if  these  windows  are 
fastened,  for  I  feel  so  chilly." 

Myra  drew  aside  the  curtains  which  hung 
straight  across  from  side  to  side  of  the  bay  win- 
dows, and  found  one  of  the  door-like  French  case- 
ments unlatched. 

"  How  careless  of  Jane  ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dallas. 
"  She    has    been    very   careless    of    late ;    indeed,   I 
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have  quite  changed  my  opinion  of  her.  I  hope 
you  do  not  leave  your  things  about,  Myra,  for  she 
might  be  tempted  to  take  them — that  ring,  for 
instance  ? " 

"It  is  quite  safe,  Mrs.  Dallas." 

"  I  hope  so,  my  love.  It  is  not  wise  or  kind 
to  try  the  virtue  of  our  inferiors  too  severely." 

Lionel,  who  could  play  his  OAvn  accompani- 
ments when  he  chose,  now  went  to  the  piano  and 
sang  one  or  two  ballads  sweetly  enough ;  then  he 
came  to  the  fireplace  and  asked  if  his  mother 
cared  for  a  game  of  chess. 

"  Thank  3^ou,  no.  I  do  not  feel  quite  equal  to 
so  serious  an  amusement,"  she  answered.  ''By  the 
way,  I  have  a  very  kind  and  pressing  invitation 
from  Lady  Shirland  to  dine  with  her  on  the 
twenty-sixth — to-morrow  week:  an  invitation  for 
us  all.     What  do  you  say,  Myra  ? " 

"  What  do  you  say,  aunt  ?  " 

"  I  think,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas,  "  that  I  cannot 
keep  you  shut  up  much  longer.  We  have  refused 
so  many  kind  invitations  from  Lady  Shirland  that 
I  must  say  '  yes '  this  time." 

"  I  think  you  ought,  mother." 
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"  And  you,  Myra  ? " 

"Oh,  I  shall  be  very  pleased  to  go  if  you  wish 
it." 

"Very  well,  I  shall  write  an  acceptance.  It 
will  be  no  party,  of  course ;  only  morning  dress, 
or  I  could  not  go.  I  do  not  think  you  have 
ever  been  to  anything  approaching  a  dinner-party 
before,  Myra?" 

"  No,  Aunt  Dallas,  never." 

"I  daresay  it  will  not  be  your  last,"  said  Mrs. 
Dallas  as  she  wen^  to  the  writing-table  to  write 
her  note. 

The  following  evening  Ley  ton,  who  was  sit- 
ting alone  in  his  not  very  luxurious  lodgings,  and 
deep  in  a  book  on  the  "Renaissance  in  Italy," 
was  recalled  to  everyday  life  by  a  note  from  Lady 
Shirland  : — 

"Dear  Jack, — The  26th  at  7.45.  I  have  caught  our 
shy  birds — the  whole  covey — so  be  sure  to  come.  It 
is  the  first  day  I  am  free ;  pray  send  the  enclosed  to 
your  chum,  Mr.  Ardill.  I  don't  want  too  many  of 
our  own  set,  and  Wardlaw  is  engaged." 

Leyton   was   free,  and   pleased   to  go.      In    fact, 
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it  roused  the  keenest  curiosity  and  expectation  in 
his  breast.  To  meet  Myra  at  a  dinner-party  was 
a  wonderful  event  in  itself.  She  seemed  so  en- 
tirely out  of  the  range  of  dinner-parties,  tea-parties, 
balls,  regulation  parties  of  all  kinds,  that  to  en- 
counter her  in  an  ordinary  social  gathering  was 
like  transplanting  Gretchen  or  Thekla  from  the 
pages  of  Goethe  or  Schiller  into  the  supreme 
commonplace  of  London  life. 

"  How  will  she  look  ? — how  will  she  behave  ?  " 
he  asked  himself,  "ignorant  as  she  is  of  the 
shibboleth  of  the  every-day  world.  Will  the 
touchstone  of  society  turn  her  simple  grace  to 
clumsiness,  her  sweet  candour,  her  self-forgetful- 
ness  into  tactless  stupidity  ?  I  think  not,  yet  who 
can  tell  ?  Then  I  shall  see  her  with  her  captors 
— if  they  are  her  captors — and  be  able  to  judge 
how  they  stand  to  each  other.  I  must  go  and 
see  Mrs.  Keene ;  she  was  going  to  call  on  Myra. 
I  wonder  if  I  am  making  an  ass  of  myself  by  spin- 
ning a  web  of  imaginary  double-dealing  and  pro- 
found villain}^,  chiefly  at  the  instigation  of  a 
kindly,  credulous,  wonder-loving,  elderly  soul  like 
Mrs.  Keene.     Gad !  I'll  go  and  look  her  up." 
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Then,  as  it  is  apt  to  do  in  these  mental  exer- 
cises, the  pendulum  of  thought,  having  swung  far 
enough  to  one  side,  took  the  opposite  direction 
and  went  the  same  distance  on  the  other.  After 
all,  why  should  he  form  so  bad  an  opinion  of  Mrs. 
Dallas  without  a  shadow  of  reason  ?  She  was 
probably  a  warm-blooded  woman,  who  would  be 
strong  in  liking  or  disliking ;  her  harshness  and 
kindness  to  Myra  might  thus  be  explained.  While 
she  believed  her  a  mischief-maker,  no  harshness 
would  have  seemed  too  harsh.  When  she  dis- 
covered her  mistake,  no  kindness  would  be  .suffi- 
cient, even  to  consenting  to  her  marriage  with  her 
adored  son.  And  after  all,  if  the  young  man  loved 
Myra  well  and  pleased  her,  her  life  might  be  happy 
with  him — better  than  poverty  and  uncertainty — 
only  Leyton  wished  he  had  nothing  but  English 
blood  in  his  veins,  and  was  a  gentleman.  Poor 
little  Myra  ! — not  that  she  was  small ;  no,  she  was 
above  the  average  height  of  women — but  there  was 
something  so  helpless  in  her  uncomplaining 
resignation,  something  so  touching  in  the  circum- 
stances of  her  innocent  youth,  that  all  the  gene- 
rous chivalry  of  Leyton's  nature  yearned   to  watch 
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over  her  and  give  light  and  warmth  to  her  exist- 
ence. Perhaps,  had  she  been  a  plain,  lumpy  young 
person,  his  interest  would  have  been  less  warm, 
less  keen.  Alas !  for  the  innate  injustice  of  human 
beings  :  but  so  it  is. 

Of  coarse,  Leyton  w^as  only  actuated  by  pity, 
but — Myra  was  such  a  womanly  creature,  that  what- 
ever feeling  she  excited  must  be  streaked  with 
tenderness,  especially  in  hearts  like  his.  ''At  any 
rate,"  was  his  concluding^  thouo-ht,  as  he  turned 
back  to  his  book,  "  she  has  done  more  to  make 
me  forget  my  own  disgust  of  life,  and  to  make  me 
a  live  man  once  more,  than  anyone  or  anything. 
Poor  old  Dallas  !  If  he  could  but  see  what  an  isolated 
waif  his  darlinoc  is  now,  I  don't  think  the  an^iels 
above  or  the  devils  below  w^ould  keep  him  back 
from  revisiting  this  world  again !  But  he  ought 
to  have  made  some  provision  for  her — that's  the 
rub — the  bar  sinister  and  an  empty  pocket  are  too 
heavy  odds  for  the  strongest  man ;  and  for  a  tender, 
dehcate  girl !     It's  too  bad  to  think  about." 

The  time  which  intervened  between  the  receipt 
of  her  invitation  and  Lady  Shirland's  dinner  seemed 
long  indeed  to  Leyton.      He  did  not  carry  out  his 
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intention  of  calling  on  Mrs.  Keene :  he  thought  better 
of  it.  If  she  had  seen  Myra,  and  had  anything  to 
communicate,  she  would  have  done  so.  If  she  had 
nothing  to  tell,  he  had  better  not  waste  his  time 
listening  to  her  fears  and  absurd  objections,  which, 
somehow,  found  an  echo  in  his  own  unreasoning 
fancies,  and  worried  him  more  than  he  would  have 
liked  to  confess. 

The  expected  day,  however,  came  at  last. 

Ley  ton's  impatience  brought  him  in  good  time 
to  Lady  Shirland's  abode.  He  was  the  first  to  arrive, 
and  was  cordially  welcomed,  and  immediately  en- 
gaged in  a  discussion  respecting  an  exhibition  of 
his  sketches  by  Miss  Browne,  a  project  in  which 
she  interested  herself  immensely.  She  had  asked 
Mr.  Bartlett,  the  great  art  critic,  to  meet  him;  it 
was  so  useful  to  meet  these  people,  and  cultivate 
them,  especially  at  a  small  dinner.  They  were 
rather  fortunate  in  securing  him,  he  was  so  run 
after,  etc.  etc. 

Mrs.  Dallas  and  suite  were  just  in  time  and 
no  more 

While  waiting  for  Lionel,  who  was  a  little  late, 
Mrs.  Dallas  said  rather  suddenly,  "  Myra,  my   dear, 


A  PAUSE   UPON  THE  BRINK.  95 

I  want  you  to  be  as  kind  and  sisterly  to  Lionel 
as  you  can  this  evening.  He  was  not  very  well 
last  night,  and  is  depressed  to-day.  I  want  him 
to  enjoy  the  evening.  He  has  an  uncommon  nature, 
and  needs  kindness  to  keep  him  straight.  You 
will  help  me  with  him,  will  you  not  ? "  She  opened 
and  shut  her  fan  as  she  spoke;  evidently  she  was 
anxious. 

"  Certainly,  aunt !  I  will  be  as  nice  as  I  can ; 
but  is  it  not  funny  that  I  should  have  to  comfort 
and  sustain  a  young  man  of  the  world,  and  at  my 
first  dinner-party,  too  ?  " 

"  Under  his  circumstances,  I  think  it  is  not  re- 
markable, Myra,"  returned  Mrs.  Dallas  with  a  frown. 
She  resented  any  sally  of  this  description  from  her 
niece  :  any  thought  or  action  uninspired  by  herself 
.was  open  rebellion  in  her  eyes.  But  Lionel  appeared, 
and  they  started  without  further  words. 

Ley  ton  watched  the  party  enter  with  deep  in- 
terest. First  came  Mrs.  Dallas,  stately  and  handsome 
in  her  widow's  weeds ;  then  Myra,  her  simple  black 
dress  made  a  little  more  suitable  to  the  occasion 
by  being  opened  in  the  front,  and  filled  in  with  foamy 
white    crepe  lisse   frills.      She   showed    no   shyness, 
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no  timidity;  she  was  as  softly  composed  as  when 
she  visited  his  studio  ;  she  looked  graceful  and  refined. 
Her  eyes  sought  him  at  once,  and  she  gave  him  a 
slowly  mantling  blush  of  welcome ;  the  colour  re- 
mained and  gave  wonderful  depth  to  the  blue  of  her 
eyes.  Young  Ashby,  however,  was  the  member  of 
the  party  to  whom  Leyton  gave  most  attention. 
He  was  agreeably  surprised  by  his  look  and  air. 
Except  that  he  was  dark  as  a  Spaniard,  and  his 
moustache  was  thin  and  fine,  there  was  little  in- 
dication of  his  mixed  blood.  He  was  slight,  but 
Avell  made,  quiet  and  graceful  in  manner,  had  an 
engaging  smile,  and  dazzlingly  white  teeth.  "A 
deuced  good-looking  fellow  ! "  thought  Leyton. 

Nothing  could  be  more  gently  gracious  than  the 
greeting  accorded  by  Mrs.  Dallas  to  Myra's  friend, 
and  Myra  herself,  giving  him  her  hand,  said,  with, 
a  sigh  and  a  straight,  half  reproachful  look,  "It's 
so  long  since  I  saw  you !  " 

"  That  is  because  you  are  never  at  home ! "  re- 
turned Leyton  quickly. 

Myra  made  no  reply,  and  cast  down  her  eyes, 
for  Mrs.  Dallas  was  standing  close  beside  her ;  then 
dinner  was  announced.      Mrs.    Dallas   was   given   to 
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Leyton,  and  Myra  to  his  chum,  Ardill.  These  four  were 
at  opposite  sides  of  the  table,  and  occasionally  ex- 
changed a  word  across  it.  Leyton  was,  therefore, 
able  to  observe  the  manners  and  bearing  of  the 
novice  whose  fortunes  occupied  so  much  of  his 
thoughts. 

There  was,  indeed,  little  of  the  novice  about 
her.  Her  quiet  simplicity,  her  evident  freedom 
from  any  pre-occupation  about  self,  had  all  the 
effect  of  high-bred  composure.  Nor  did  she  seem 
to  be  at  any  loss  for  conversation.  Whatever  the 
topic  Ardill  seemed  to  have  hit  on,  it  was  some- 
thing that  interested  her  ;  for  she  listened  and 
looked  and  smiled  in  a  way  that  evidently  rewarded 
her  cavalier  for  his  efforts  to  amuse. 

Miss  Browne  quite  absorbed  Lionel  Ashby,  and 
Lady  Shirland  had  plenty  to  say  to  the  art  critic, 
who  was  to  be  fed  and  flattered,  soothed  and  stimu- 
lated- 

Mrs.  Dallas  selected  Myra  for  her  subject,  and 
did  not  find  it  difficult  to  keep  Leyton's  attention 
fixed. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  have  an  opportunity^  of 
talking  with  you,  my  dear  Mr.  Leyton,"  she  began. 
h 
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"You  have  been  so  good  to  poor  Myra!  She  has 
told  me  all  about  the  sketching  lessons  you  gave 
her,  and  your  kindly  calling  upon  her.  She  has 
had  a  miserably  dull  life;  but  I  hope  things  look 
better  for  her.  We  are  planning  a  little  tour  in 
France  and  Germany." 

"Indeed!  That  will  be  a  great  joy  for  Myra, 
and  rouse  her  up ;  though  I  must  say  she  looks 
pounds  better  than  when  I  saw  her  last." 

"  You  think  so  ?  I  am  so  glad ! "  said  Mrs. 
Dallas  with  soft  satisfaction.  "  You  really  must 
come  to  tea  with  us,  and  help  me  in  making  our 
plans.  I  know  nothing  of  the  Continent,  except 
for  a  visit  or  two  to  Paris,  coming  to  and  fro  from 
Marseilles ;  and  my  son,  who  knows  France  better, 
cannot  accompany  us.  Later  in  the  season  he  may 
join  us;  but  business  will  keep  him  for  the  present 
in  London." 

"  I  shall  be  most  happy  to  be  of  the  slightest 
use  ;  but  I  have  not  been  on  the  Continent  for 
some  years.  When  shall  I  have  the  pleasure  of 
calling  ? " 

"  Oh !  Let  me  see.  Next  Sunday.  Gentlemen 
are  generally  free  on  Sundays." 
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"Thank  you.     I  shall  be  delighted." 

"  I  am  told,  Mr.  Leyton,  you  are  going  to  exhibit 
your  works.  I  hope  you  will  have  a  great  success. 
When  will  the  exhibition  be  open,  and  Avhere  will 
it  be  ? " 

"Oh,  at  one  of  the  small  galleries  in  Pall  Mall. 
I  will  give  you  due  notice." 

"  I  only  hope  we  may  be  in  town.  We  think  of 
starting  in  about  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks." 

"  A  very  pleasant  time.  Places  are  not  so 
crowded  as  in  the  autumn,"  etc.  etc.  etc. 

And  talk  flowed  on  in  the  ordinary  channels  of 
commonplace,  till  the  ladies  rose. 

Leyton  held  the  door  open  for  them  to  pass 
out. 

"Don't  be  too  long,"  said  Dorothea  playfully, 
in  a  loud  whisper ;  and  then  ran  upstairs  after 
Myra. 

"  That  Dallas  woman  isn't  half  bad,"  thought 
Leyton,  returning  to  his  place.  "  She  speaks  fair 
enough.  There's  a  look  in  the  corner  of  her  eye 
at  times  I  don't  quite  like ;  but  I  am  infernally 
prejudiced.  Why  should  she  not  like  a  sweet  young 
creature  like  Myra  ?  It  would  be  natural  enough  if 
h  2 
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— that  is  to  say — she  has  given  up  being  charming 
and  attractive  herself;  but  I  am  not  so  sure  about 
that." 

Then  he  addressed  himself  to  Lionel  Ashby,  and 
tried  to  draw  him  out — not  very  successfully,  for 
the  young  man  seemed  to  retreat  behind  a  rampart 
of  reserve  ;  lo  Ley  ton  joined  the  battle  which  was 
raging  between  the  critic  and  Ardill  on  some  side 
issues  of  art,  and  which  detained  them  longer  than 
Miss  Browne  liked. 

Meantime  Lionel  stole  away  ;  and  when  Leyton 
reached  the  drawing-room,  he  was  leaning  over  a 
sofa  where  Dorothea  and  Myra  were  sitting  together. 
The  latter  was  looking  up  to  him  with  a  frank, 
kind  expression,  which  seemed  to  Leyton  as  in- 
dicative of  sympathy  and  mutual  understanding,  at 
sight  of  which  he  was  conscious  of  an  unreasoning 
and  unpleasant  rising  of  the  gorge. 

He  was  making  his  way  to  add  a  fourth  to  the 
trio,  when  Mrs,  Dallas  stopped  him  with  some  un- 
important question  about  studios  in  Paris,  and  which 
would  he  recommend,  should  Myra  wish  to  study 
there. 

"  For,"  added  Mrs.  Dallas,  "  if  she  is  really  anxious 
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to  be  an  artist,  I  should  not  oppose  her ;  but  I  fear 
she  is  not  strong  enough  for  real  hard  Avork." 

"  Work  strengthens  if  it  is  not  overdone.  I  will 
send  you  or  bring  you  the  names  of  some.  Indeed, 
I  think  of  running  over  to  Paris  when  I  have 
started  my  '  show,'  and  might  advise  better  on  the 
spot." 

While  he  spoke,  Miss  Browne  and  Myra  rose 
and  went  to  the  piano.  Lionel  put  up  some  nnisic, 
while  Myra  seated  herself  and  began  an  accom- 
paniment. A  duet  ensued  between  Dorothea  and 
Lionel,  then  a  solo  by  the  lady,  during  which 
Leyton  stood  a  little  behind  them,  fretting  at  the 
loss  of  precious  time.  The  evening  Avas  slipping 
away,  and  he  dreaded  losing  the  rare  chance  of 
speaking  to  Myra. 

At  the  end  of  the  song  Miss  Browne  ex- 
claimed— 

"  Go  on  playing,  dear — just  anything.  The 
sound  of  the  piano  makes  the  dullest  talk." 

At  the  same  time  Lady  Shirland  called  "  Mr. 
Ashby ! "  in  her  pleasantly  authoritative  voice  ;  so 
Lionel  Avent.  Miss  Browne  turned  Avith  a  smile 
to    Leyton ;    but,    disregarding    it,    he  Vent   to   the 
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piano,    and    leaning    on   the    side    of  it,   where    he 

could  see  the  young  musician's  face,  said —  \ 

"  I    thought    I    was     never    to    see    you    again,  ; 

Myra.     Mrs.    Keene    said    you    were    not    well.      I  ] 

find  you  are  looking  blooming."  j 

"  I  am  quite  well.     I  was   only  tired  of  having  | 

nothing  to  do  when  Mrs.   Keene   came.      The   idea  j 

of   travelling   is    so    delightful ;    then,    perhaps,    my  \ 

aunt   may   stay   in   Paris   and   let   me   study  paint-  ! 
ing." 

"  She  has  just  been  speaking  to  me  of  it." 

"  Has  she  ?  " — with  eagerness.      "  Then  she  really  | 

means  it  ? "  \ 

The  phrase  was  eloquent  of  distrust  to  Leyton's  : 

ear.      He   looked   intently  into   her  eyes,  so  eagerly  ■ 

that  Myra  smiled.  ' 

*"  Are   you  happy  ? "    asked    Leyton,    bending    a  | 

little  nearer,  and  almost  in  a  whisper.  r 

"  I   am — now,"   she     returned     deliberately,    her  | 
eyes  sinking  slowly  on  the  notes. 

There   was   an   emphasis    on   "now"   which   did  \ 
not  escape  his  ear. 

"  I  trust  you  will  be  happy  always.     I  think  of  ., 

going  to  Paris  for  a  little  while.     We  may  meet."  j 
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"I  do  hope " 

Here  Miss  Browne  interposed. 

"  You  know,"  she  said,  in  a  famihar,  caressing 
way,  "you  promised  to  advise  me  about  the  cur- 
tains for  my  boudoir;"  and  in  spite  of  himself 
Leyton  was  carried  off.  AVhen  he  returned  Mrs. 
Dallas  was  standing  as  if  in  the  act  of  leave-taking, 
while  Myra  and  Lionel  Ashby  were  talking  to- 
gether in  a  very  friendly  and  intimate  manner. 

"  I  have  stayed  far  later  than  I  intended,"  Mrs. 
Dallas  was  saying.  "  But  I  have  done  well  in 
coming.  The  delightful  atmosphere  of  your  plea- 
sant house  seems  to  have  broken  the  spell  which 
has  hung  over  me.  I  hope  to  be  quite  myself 
when  we  return." 

"  Doesn't  that  crusty  old  critic  give  you  the 
idea  of  an  English  '  Pooh-Bah '  ? "  said  Lionel  to 
Myra. 

"Yes,  quite."  She  smiled,  and  turned  her  eyes 
appreciatively  to  his.  Whatever  his  said,  it 
brought  the  quick  colour  to  her  cheeks  and  made 
the  lids  droop  over  her  eyes,  while  she  slightly 
shrank  away. 

The    next    moment     they    were     saying     good- 
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night.      As    she    passed    through    the    door,    Myra  ; 
turned    and   gave    a    last    look  at  Leyton — a  look 
that   dwelt  long  with  him.      Up   to   that   moment 

he  had  almost  believed  that  all  was  well  with  her,  ; 

but   in  that  look  there  was  a   sudden  revelation   of  ■ 

fear,  despondency,  and  farewell.  ] 

"It's  not   all  right,"   was  his   prompt   comment,  j 

"It  will   go  hard  but  I  shall  manage  a    talk  with  j 

her  on  Sunday."  j 


CHAPTER    XV. 

MYSTERIOUS    PROCEEDINGS. 

But  Leyton  never  had  the  chance. 

The  day  after  Lady  Shirland's  dinner  Mrs. 
Dallas  developed  a  bad  chill.  She  shivered,  she 
burned,  her  head  swam,  her  back  ached,  she  was 
faint,  she  had  palpitation  of  the  heart;  she  sent 
for  the  doctor,  and  the  doctor  sent  her  to  bed. 

She  really  had  a  cold,  but  she  may  possibly 
have  improved  the  symptoms.  Myra  was  the  most 
attentive  nurse  possible.  Myra  was  a  born  nurse : 
she  was  so  sympathetic  that  she  divined  the 
sufferer's  wants. 

Lionel,  too,  was  profoundly  anxious  about  his 
mother ;  so  much  so  that  he  constantly  got  away 
from  his  business  at  extraordinarily  early  hours 
and  passed  the  greater  part  of  his  day  in  the 
house.  Consequently  Myra  spent  most  of  hers  in 
the  sick-room. 
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Mrs.  Dallas  was  very  silent,  but  also  very  rest- 
less. Myra  did  not  like  to  question  her,  but  she 
wondered  to  herself  if  Jack  Leyton  would  call  on 
Sunday  and  if  she  should  have  to  see  him  in  the 
drawing-room  alone. 

Sunday  passed,  however,  and  he  never  came. 
On  Monday,  late  in  the  day,  he  did,  and  asked  for 
Miss  Dallas;  but  on  descending  to  the  dining-room 
she  found  him  standing  on  the  hearthrug  and  con- 
versing with  Lionel,  so  their  short  conversation 
was  confined  to  the  merest  commonplaces. 

He  called  again  and  again,  only  to  meet 
Lionel.  So  nearly  three  weeks  passed,  and  Mrs. 
Dallas  was  convalescent. 

The  third  or  fourth  evening  after  she  had  come 
downstairs,  and  was  lying  back  in  an  easy  chair 
wrapped  in  one  of  her  beautiful  Indian  shawls, 
she  complained  of  cold,  and  begged  Myra  to  put 
on  more  coal. 

The  scuttle  was  empty,  and  Myra,  with  her 
usual  readiness  to  save  trouble,  ran  to  the  top  of 
the  kitchen  stairs  and  asked  for  a  fresh  supply. 
In  a  few  minutes  Mrs.  Dwyer  herself  appeared  with 
a  shovelful. 
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"  Very  sorry  you've  had  to  call,  'm.  I've  just 
sent  Jane  to  the  greengrocer's ;  she  shall  fill  the 
scuttle  as  soon  as  she  comes  in.  This  will  just  keep 
the  fire  going." 

She  made  it  up,  swept  the  hearth,  and  taking 
the  scuttle  to  depart,  stopped  to  inquire  how  Mrs. 
Dallas  felt  herself.  That  lady  scarcely  replied. 
Myra  was  sitting  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  work- 
table,  with  her  back  to  the  windows,  waiting  to 
resume  the  reading  aloud  which  Mrs.  Dwyer's  en- 
trance had  interrupted.  As  that  worthy  woman 
passed  close  by  Myra  on  her  way  to  the  door,  she 
exclaimed,  "Dear,  dear,  that  girl  is  terrible  care- 
less !  She  can't  have  swept  the  room  this  morn- 
ing, for  here's  a  big  piece  of  flue."  She  paused, 
stooped  to  pick  up  something  and  throw  it  in  the 
scuttle  as  she  spoke,  and  then  proceeded  on  her 
way,  leaving,  half  under  the  hem  of  Myra's  skirt, 
a  note. 

Myra,  warned  by  a  glance,  perceived  the  ma- 
noeuvre. With  a  beating  heart,  and  an  odd  sense 
of  guilt  and  shame,  she  remained  quite  still,  her 
cheeks  glowing. 

She  must  not  betray  Mrs.  Dwyer,  at  any  rate ! 
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but  for  herself  she  had  nothing  to  conceal.  If  Mrs. 
Dallas  ever  discovered  any  underhand  dealing  on  her 
part,  why  the  world  would  come  to  an  end !  It 
would  be  too  shameful  to  deceive  her  aunt,  unless, 
indeed,  she  backed  up  Lionel  too  strongly ;  and 
Lionel  had  been  making  her  feel  rather  uneasy  of 
late.  Yes,  she  must  take  that  note  and  read  it. 
Heavens !  how  thankful  she  was  that  her  aunt's 
eyes  were  closed. 

It  seemed  suddenly  revealed  to  her,  that  under 
her  sincere  gratitude,  her  admiration,  her  doubts, 
lay  a  deeply  rooted,  though  unaccountable  fear  of 
Mrs.  Dallas. 

"  Are  you  not  going  to  read  ? "  asked  that  lady 
languidly.  "  You  might  put  me  off  to  sleep ;  and 
I  had  a  wretched  night." 

"  Oh,  yes !  I  will,"  said  Myra  quickly,  and  reach- 
ing down  her  hand,  as  if  to  draw  her  skirt  closer 
about  her,  she  secured  the  note,  and  slipped  it  into 
her  pocket. 

Then  she  began  to  read,  but  her  voice  was  un- 
steady for  the  first  few  sentences ;  then,  as  Mrs. 
Dallas  lay  quite  still,  she  gradually  recovered  herself, 
and,  as  the  moments  flew  by,  eager  curiosity  replaced 
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her  fears.  The  time  seemed  long,  indeed,  till 
soon  after  dinner.  When  her  aunt  retired  at  last, 
Myra,  having  carefully  attended  to  all  her  patient's 
wants,  escaped  to  her  own  room,  and,  locking  the 
door,  opened  her  letter. 

It  was  addressed  to  her.  Glancing  at  the  signa- 
ture, she  saw  the  name,  "  J.  Leyton,"  and,  with  a 
sudden  sense  of  delight,  she  read — 

"  Dear  Myra, — I  hope  you  will  get  this  ;  I  have  written 
twice  before  in  vain,  so  pray  answer  !  I  hope  you  are  not 
quite  worn  out  by  your  attendance  on  your  aunt.  Is  all 
well  with  you  1  I  write  chiefly  to  tell  you  that  I  start  on 
Tuesday  for  Paris,  and,  after,  for  Brussels.  My  address  at 
the  former  place  will  be  23,  Rue  du  Marche,  St.  Honore  ; 
at  Brussels,  '  jjoste  resfante.'  Don't  fail  to  write  if  you 
want  me.  I  shall  be  away  a  month.  Let  me  know  your 
whereabouts,  for  I  should  like  to  be  your  cicerone  in  the 
queen  of  cities.  When  shall  you  start"?  Ever  your 
friend, — J.  Leyton." 

He  was  going  in  three  days — only  three  days  1 — 
and  he  would  be  out  of  reach !  She  had  no  cer- 
tain information  of  any  kind  to  give  him  !  She  must 
write,  just  to  thank  him;  but  she  had  no  stamp, 
no  envelope,  not  a  penny  to  buy  one !  She  would 
— yes,  she  would  dare  to  steal  an  envelope  from  her 
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aunt's  well-filled   stationery   case ;    and   slie    had    a  ; 

sheet  of  note-paper  and  a  pencil  in  her  room.     Mrs.  ; 

Dwyer  would  post  it  for  her,  if  she  could  reach  her  i 

unperceived.      How  keenly   she   felt   that  she    was  l 

watched  at  every  turn !   it  was  borne  in  upon  her.  [ 

She  was  tired  of  saying  she  wanted  to  go  and  see  : 

Mrs.  Fairchild,  the  visit  was  always   put   off.      She  ■ 

seemed  to  be  hedged  in  with  invisible  fencing,  she  i 

could  not   take   a  single   step   alone.      The  present  ' 

moment,  at  least,  was  hers;  she,  therefore,  took  her  j 

only   sheet   of  paper,   and   wrote   as   clearly   as   she  ' 

could  with  an  indifferent  pencil —  j 

"  How  good  of  you  to  write  !     I  have  had  only  one  note 

from  you.     I  am  well,  but  always  a  little  tired.     My  aunt  i 

is  better  ;  I  do  not  know  when  she  intends  to  start.     She  i 

is  kind,  but — I  wish  I  could  work  for  myself.  I  have  no  • 
stamp ;  pray  forgive  an  unstamped  letter.  Do  not  write^ 
again,  unless  you  hear  from  me.     Always  your  attached 

old  '  young  '  friend, — Myra."  -\ 

She  wanted  to  say  much  more,  but   she  feared  • 

to  attempt  it,  time  might  fail  her!     She  wished  to  • 

be   prepared   for   Mrs.   Dwyer,  who   would,  she   felt  : 

sure,    make    some    attempt    to    communicate    with  i 

her.      She  wrote  Leyton's  address  at  the  end  of  her  j 
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note  and  then  tore  up  his  letter  into  the  smallest 
fragments,  and  put  them  with  her  note  under  her 
pillow. 

It  was  long  before  she  went  to  sleep.  Her  brain 
was  working  too  actively!  A  hundred  tiny  voices 
seemed  to  tell  her  in  whispers  which  were  more  dis- 
tinct than  the  loudest  trumpet  call  that  her  present 
life  could  not  go  on,  or  she  would  become  an  idiot. 
The  perpetual  sense  of  being  surrounded  by  some- 
thing vague,  impalpable,  yet  constraining,  kept  her 
in  a  constant  condition  of  apprehension  and  un- 
easiness. Yet  there  was  nothing  of  which  she  had 
a  right  to  complain. 

Then  she  dreaded  Lionel  in  a  stupid,  unreasonable 
way.  In  spite  of  his  self-restraint  and  precaution, 
she  felt  that  he  had  not  relinquished  his  determina- 
'^ion  to  marry  her,  and  she  also  felt  convinced  that 
Mrs.  Dallas  would  do  her  utmost  to  gratify  her 
idolised  son,  and  this  frightened  her  still  more. 

"  I  am  weak  and  foolish,"  she  said  to  herself 
"  Why  should  they  hurt  me  ?  If  Lionel  troubles 
me  any  more  I  shall  try  to  get  away.  I  shall  earn 
my  bread  somehow.  I  shall  go  with  my  aunt 
abroad.     It  may  be  rather  pleasant  without  Lionel; 
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■j 

but  when  I  return  I  will  arrange  my  life  my  own  I 
way.  Jack  will  help  me,  even  though  he  is  married  ; 
to  Miss  Browne."  j 

Comforted  by  this  resolution,  Myra  at  length  fell  I 
asleep.  She  seemed  to  herself  to  be  awakened  ■ 
almost  immediately  by  hearing  her  blind  drawn  up.  \ 
She  opened  her  eyes,  and  beheld  Mrs.  Dwyer  her-  i 
self  covering  her  hot-water  can  with  the  folded  i 
towel.  J 

"  Hush ! "  said  Mrs.  Dwyer  softly,  seeing  her  i 
eyes  were  open.  "  I  came  myself,  for  I  thought  ; 
may-be  you'd  have  an  answer  to  that  letter." 

"  Thank  you — oh,  thank  you  ! "  whispered  Myra,  ; 
as  the  suspicious  landlady  crept  over  to  her  noise-  '• 
lessly.  "  I  have  no  envelope ;  but  here  is  the  note,  : 
and  the  address  is  here."  \ 

"  Will  you    trust  it    to    me,  miss,  to   put    in    an 
envelope  and  direct  ? " 

"  Yes — gladly,"  raising  herself  and  drawing  the  | 
note  from  under  her  pillow.  "  And  these  pieces —  | 
take  them  too."  \ 

"  Lord's  sake,  miss,  let  me  see  that  there  are ' 
no  more  lying  about ! "  and  Mrs.  Dwyer  rummaged  ■ 
under   the    bolster   and    peeped    beneath    the   bed.  \ 
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"  It's  all  right,"  she  whispered.  "  I'll  post  it 
myself." 

"  I  have  no  stamp,"  murmured  Myra. 

"  Never  mind.  Let  him  see  you  haven't,"  re- 
turned Mrs.  Dwyer,  scanning  the  address.  "  I  must 
go.  I'll  call  Mrs.  Dallas  too,  because  the  '  gurl '  has 
been  obliged  to  fetch  fresh  butter ; "  and  with  a 
solemn  nod  she  disappeared. 

Myra  rose,  a  curious  mixture  of  feelings  con- 
tending in  her  heart — joy  that  her  note  was  safely 
despatched ;  irritation  and  self-contempt  at  being 
driven  to  such  underhand  proceedings. 

This  uncomfortable  sense  of  frayed  self-esteem 
pursued  her  at  breakfast  and  spoiled  her  repast. 

"  You  don't  eat,  Myra,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas,  "  and 
you  look  as  if  you  had  not  slept.  Are  you  not 
well,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Yes,  thank  you — quite  well.  I  had  bad  dreams 
— that  is  all." 

"  Bad  dreams  are  very  bad,"  put  in  Lionel. 
"  I  think  the  sooner  you  get  off,  mother,  the  better. 
Both  Myra  and  yourself  evidently  want  change." 

"  You  are  right,  Lionel.  I  do  not  see  why  we 
should  not  get  off  at  the  end  of  next  week.  I  should 
i 
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like  a  month  at  Cannes  to  begin  with;  then  thej 
spring  will  be  advanced,  and  we  might  travel  a' 
little  in  Germany." 

There  was  some  talk  about  Cook's  tickets  and' 
other  details  of  journeying,  which  cheered  Myraj 
greatly.  Movement  of  any  kind  was  a  kind  -  of: 
emancipation. 

From  this  time  Mrs.  Dallas  began  to  make  herl 
preparations.  She  was  physically  quite  herself,  but; 
more  silent  and  thoughtful  than  usual — though tfulj 
in  a  sombre  manner — sitting  long  with  knitted] 
brows,  as  if  brooding  over  unpleasant  memories  orj 
anticipations.  I 

Matters  progressed  in  the  usual  way.  There  wasi 
much  shopping  and  laying-in  of  various  things; 
which  they  could  get  just  as  well,  if  a  little  dearer,; 
in  the  towns  they  visited.  Myra  proved  herself  of 
use  in  many  ways,  and  the  days  went  merrily.  : 

If  they  might  only  pause  for  a  few  days  atj 
Paris  !     But  she  dared  not  suggest  it.  \ 

Lady  Shirland,  though  deeply  immersed  in  thej 
social  whirl  of  the  season,  invited  Mrs.  Dallas^ 
and  her^  niece  to  luncheon,  whereat  Myra  heard; 
more     of    her    aunt's    plans     than    she    had    yet| 
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known.      Miss    Browne    was    both    sympathetic   and 
enthusiastic. 

"  How  I  envy  you  this  first  experience  of  con- 
tinental travel ! "  she  said  to  Myra.  "  Of  course, 
you  lived  in  Germany  in  your  childhood ;  but  that 
did  not  mean  travelling.  And  I  am  sure  you  will 
have  delightful  compagnons  de  voyage  in  Mrs. 
Dallas  and  Mr.  Ashby." 

"  My  son  will  not  join  us  for  some  time.  Then 
he  will  pick  us  up  at  Dijon ;  and  we  will  go  into 
Switzerland  together.  He  will  be  very  useful.  He 
was  at  school  in  France  in  his  early  boyhood,  and 
speaks  French  very  well." 

"  Then  you  will  go  on  to  Geneva  ?  How 
charming !     Shall  you  make  any  stay  in  Paris  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  think  so — perhaps  returning.  But  I 
think  of  remaining  abroad  for  four  or  five  months, 
Lady  Shirland,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas. 

"  Oh,  indeed !  Well,  let  me  know  when  you 
make  a  halt  anywhere,  and  I  shall  give  you  in- 
troductions. We  know  a  good  many  people  here 
and  there  on  the  Continent." 

"  Mr.  Leyton  is  in  Paris  now.      I   should   think 
he  would  be  a  charming  cicerone,'   said  Dorothea. 
i  2 
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"  No  doubt ;  but  we  shall  only  pass  through  at 
present." 

"  Well,  do  keep  us  au  courant,"  added  Lady 
Shirland.     "  Send  me  a  line  now  and  then." 

"  And  will  you  write  to  me  ? "  said  Dorothea 
affectionately  to  Myra. 

Then  there  was  a  very  affectionate  leave-taking, 
and  cordial  wishes  for  a  hon  voyage. 

The  day  but  one  after,  Mrs.  Dallas  went  into 
town  early  after  luncheon  to  settle  some  business, 
leaving  Myra  to  do  various  matters — to  select  books 
from  the  bookcase  in  the  drawing-room  ;  to  fold  and 
put  away  their  winter  dresses,  and  make  a  list  of 
sundries  to  be  left  behind. 

She  was  busy  over  the  books  when  Lionel 
came  in,  and  taking  his  place  before  the  fire, 
which  Mrs.  Dallas  could  not  dispense  with,  ob- 
served— 

"  Very  busy,  Myra  ? " 

"  Yes ;  there  is  really  a  great  deal  to  do  before 
we  can  move.  Are  you  not  free  very  early  now- 
adays ? "  looking  at  the  clock. 

"You  see,  I  am  so  valuable  at  the  office  that 
they  favour  me  a  little,"  he  returned. 
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''  I  should  imagine  that  if  you  are  vahiable  you 
could  be  ill  spared." 

"You  are  growing  quite  sharp,  Myra." 

Myra  did  not  answer,  but  continued  kneeling 
before  the  dwarf  bookcase  and  taking  out  a  book 
here  and  there. 

"  I  shall  be  very  miserable,  Myra,  when  you  and 
my  mother  are  gone,"  said  Lionel. 

"  Yes ;  I  am  afraid  you  will,"  returned  Myra 
kindly.  She  rose  from  her  lowly  position,  and 
stood  trying  to  wipe  off  the  dust  from  her  fingers 
with  the  duster  she  held.  "But  you  must  go  and 
see  Miss  Browne  often.  She  sent  you  some  very 
kind  messages,  which  I  forget.  They  are  going  to 
have  a  number  of  parties,  and " 

"Do  you  think  any  Miss  Browne,  any  parties, 
would  make  up  to  me  for  you  f  You  can't  picture 
to  yourself  how  /  shall  feel  when  you  are  gone- 
even  for  a  short  time." 

"  Lionel,  you  promised  not  to  talk  in  this  strain 
any  more." 

"  I  do  not  care  what  I  promised.  I  cannot  be 
silent.  Have  you  still  the  same  dislike  to  me, 
Myra  ?  '* 
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"I  do  not  dislike  you.  I  should  like  you 
well  enough  if  you  were  really  my  brother." 

"I  should  cut  my  throat  if  I  were.  Myra, 
before  you  leave  me  I  want  you  to  understand 
that  nothing  you  can  say  or  do  will  turn  me  from 
my  determination  to  marry  you ;  and,  mind,  my 
mother  will  help  me." 

"But,  Lionel,  how  can  you  wish  to  marry  a 
girl  that  does  not  love  you — I  mean  in  that 
way  ? " 

"I  don't  care  whether  you  do  or  not.  I  want 
you.  If  you  were  my  own  I  would  teach  you 
to  love  me.     I  would " 

He  stopped  abruptly. 

"  Oh,  Lionel,  can  love  be  taught  ? " 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  What  put  that  question 
into  your  head  ? "  he  cried  almost  fiercely. 

"  I  do  not  know.     Nature,  perhaps." 

*'  If  I  were  your  husband  you  would  learn  to 
love  me." 

"If  you  were  my  husband,"  said  Myra,  some- 
thing of  resolution  and  repulsion  bursting  into 
sudden  glowing  life  within  her,  "  I  should  hate 
you  !     Do  not  dream  of  what  is  impossible." 
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"  And    you Be  warned — do  not   defy   me  ! 

What  are  you — what  have  you — that  you  reject  all 
I  can  offer  ?  " 

"I  am  myself,"  said  Myra  quietly,  "and  I  shall 
do  what  I  think  best.  Do  not  force  me  to  speak 
to  you  unkindly.     I  would  rather  not." 

She  spoke  with  firm  calmness,  looking  straight 
into  his  burning  eyes.  He  stood  still,  as  if  arrested 
by  her  manner;  and,  turning  from  him,  she  left 
the  room,  saying — 

"  I  have  a  good  deal  to  do  for  my  aunt." 

They  did  not  meet  again  till  dinner-time  the 
following  day;  but  Myra  felt  sure  Lionel  had 
repeated  their  conversation  to  his  mother.  She 
was  very  still  and  cold — it  seemed  an  effort  to 
her  to  attend  to  her  preparations — and  the  slight 
exhilaration  which  the  prospect  of  their  journey 
had  given  to  Myra  quickly  evaporated  before  a 
chill,  undefined  sense  of  danger. 

They  were  now  within  four  days  of  that  fixed 
for  their  start.  It  was  soon  after  breakfast;  Myra 
was  busy  in  the  dining-room  wrapping  up  some 
ornaments  to  be  left  behind,  when  Mrs.  Dwyer 
came  in  with  a  parcel  and  a  bill. 
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"  Where  is  Mrs.  Dallas,  miss  ? " 

"In  her  room,  I  think." 

Mrs.  Dwyer  advanced  nearer,  having  set  the  door 
wide  open,  and,  standing  where  she  could  see  the 
stairs,  said  in  a  low  tone — 

"  So  you  are  going,  miss  ?     Ah  !  I  aTYi  sorry." 

"  Why  ?  "  said  Myra,  startled. 

"  I  do  not  know.  Only  it  comes  over  me  that 
you  would  be  better  here." 

"Oh,  Mrs.  Dwyer,"  whispered  Myra  with  an  im- 
pulse of  confidence,  "  I  am  quite  miserable  !  When 
I  came  in  here  this  morning  to  breakfast  Mrs. 
Dallas  was  alone  with  Mr.  Ashby ;  and  I  heard 
her  say,  in  such  a  cruel  voice,  '  She  shall  have  no 
choice  ! '  What  could  she  mean  ?  Did  she  mean 
me  ? " 

"  I  daresay.  She  is  a  devil ;  so  is  the  son. 
He  has  been  put  out  of  the  office — that  is  why  he 
comes  home  so  early.  I  wish  you  weren't  going 
with  him." 

"  He  is  not  coming  with  us." 

''Don't  you  be  too  sure,"  with  an  upward  toss 
of  the  chin,  expressive  of  the  most  utter  dis- 
belief. 
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"  He  may  join  us  later,  but- 


"  Just  so,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Dwyer  hastily.  "  I'll 
try  and  find  out  what  they  are  after.  I've  caught 
a  word  or  two,  and  I  must  hear  more.      I  always 

suspected "       Here    she    suddenly     raised    her 

voice,  and,  in  a  totally  different  key,  added,  "  I'll 
go  on  to  her  room,  miss;  for  the  boy  is  waiting 
for  his  money." 

"  What  do  you  want,  Mrs.  D^v^er  ? "  asked  Mrs. 
Dallas,  coming  in. 

"  A  parcel  from  Jay's,  'm.  One  pound  thirteen 
and  six  to  pay." 

"  Myra,  my  dear,  will  you  bring  me  my  purse  ? 
I  left  it  on  my  dressing-table." 

Myra  obeyed ;  and  Mrs.  Dallas  continued  to 
speak  with  Mrs.  Dwyer  about  her  arrangements. 

"  Were  those  ladies  who  called  yesterday  after- 
noon looking  at  the  rooms  upstairs  ?  " 

"  Yes,  'm." 

"  Did  you  come  to  terms  ? " 

"  No,  'm ;  they  thought  the  rent  too  high." 

"  It  is  foolish  to  hold  out  for  too  high  a  rent, 
Mrs.  Dwyer.  A  few  weeks  'unlet'  would  be  a 
greater  loss  than  a  comparatively  small  price." 
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"  May-be  so,  'm.  But  I  am  thinking  I  should 
like  a  rest ;  and  I  might  wait  till  Mr.  Ashby  goes, 
and  let  all  the  rooms  except  the  one  you  keep. 
When  will  he  leave,  'm  ? " 

"  Well,  I  have  taken  these  rooms  for  a  month. 
He  may  leave  a  little  before,  but  hell  certainly 
not  stay  longer." 

As  she  spoke  Mrs.  Dallas  slowly  raised  her  eyes 
and  fastened  them  on  her  interlocutor's  with  "  a 
sort  of  a  searchingness,"  Mrs.  Dwyer  afterwards 
described,  "that  might  make  a  stouter  woman 
than  me  shake  in  her  shoes."  Here  Myra  re- 
turned with  the  purse,  and  Mrs.  Dallas  counted 
out  the  money. 

"  There,"  she  said,  "  be  sure  you  make  the  mes- 
senger receipt  the  bill ;  and  remember,  Mrs.  Dwyer, 
I  do  not  re-enter  on  my  tenancy  of  these  rooms 
till  the  fifteenth  of  August." 

"  Very  well,  'm ; "  and  Mrs.  Dwyer  disap- 
peared. 

"Till  August!"  exclaimed  Myra.  "That  will 
be  a  nice  long  time;  we  can  see  many  places  in 
that  time."  She  felt  somehow  comforted  by  the 
idea,  for   Mrs.   Dallas  would  never   let  Lionel  rest 
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in  idleness  all  those  months.  Even  if  it  were 
true  that  he  had  lost  his  employment,  he  must 
seek  another. 

"You  would  like  to  live  abroad,  then,  Myra?" 

"  I  do  not  care  much  where  I  live,  but  you 
know  I  never  had  any  home  in  England." 

"Do  you  not  feel  at  home  with  me,  Myra?" 
asked  Mrs.  Dallas,  with  a  somewhat  constrained 
smile. 

"I  should  do  so,  aunt,"  returned  Myra,  colour- 
ing, but  speaking  steadily,  "  if  I  could  earn  even 
a  little  for  myself,  so  as  not  to  be  obliged  to  ask 
you  for  money.  When  you  do  so  much  for 
me " 

"  And  how  do  you  propose  to  earn  money, 
Myra?" 

"I  could  give  German  lessons,  and " 


"Put  it  out  of  your  head  for  the  present. 
When  we  return — but  no  olie  knows  what  may 
happen  in  three  or  four  months,  nor  do  I  care 
much.  It  is  my  lot  to  be  disappointed.  Go,  my 
dear;  put  on  your  hat.  I  want  to  do  a  little 
shopping — the  last  before  we  go,  I  hope,  for  money 
is  just  running  away  like  water." 
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Myra  went  away  to  her  room  struck  with  some 
self-reproach  by  her  aunt's  tone  :  it  was  bitter  and 
hard.  "  I  am  mistaken,  and  she  really  likes  me. 
I  must  seem  very  unkind,"  she  thought.  "I  wish, 
I  do  wish  I  had  not  told  Mrs.  Dwyer  I  had  heard 
her  say,  '  She  shall  have  no  choice.'  I  did  not 
seem  able  to  keep  back  the  words.  However,  we 
shall  soon  be  free  of  Lionel,  at  least  for  a  whole 
month ;  that  will  be  something." 

It  seemed  a  confirmation  of  Mrs.  Dwyer's  news 
that  the  whole  of  the  next  morning  Lionel  was  in 
and  out  doing  various  errands  for  his  mother. 
He  did  not,  however,  dine  with  them,  and  as 
Mrs.  Dallas  seemed  much  occupied  with  her 
writing,  Myra  went  away  early  to  her  own  room. 

Saturday — the  day  fixed  for  their  departure — - 
was  now  close  at  hand,  and  Myra  began  to  count 
the  hours  which  intervened.  She  thought  that 
Mrs.  Dallas  kept  her  rather  closely  at  her  side, 
but  she  told  herself  that  this  must  be  a  morbid 
fancy  which  would  vanish  once  she  was  across 
the  Channel,  away  from  London  and  its  trammels. 

Lionel  had  been  cold  and  distant  since  his 
last  rebuff.      Once   or    twice    she   caught   a    glance 
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from  his  dark  eyes,  expressive  both  of  hatred  and 
of  admiration,  which  raised  a  quick  sense  of  dread 
in  her  heart.  "  I  am  growing  a  hopeless  coward," 
she  thought. 

On  Wednesday  afternoon,  returning  with  Mrs. 
Dallas,  who  had  been  going  round  to  pay  her 
trades-people  finally,  the  door  did  not  open  to  the 
appUcation  of  her  latch-key. 

"Some  more  of  their  stupid  cleaning,"  said 
Mrs.  Dallas,  as  she  rang  the  bell  impatiently.  She 
was  not  kept  waiting,  for  Mrs.  Dw^^er  opened  to 
them  almost  immediately. 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  how  it  happened,"  said 
the  landlady  apologetically. 

Mrs.  Dallas  swept  past  her  without  a  word. 
Then,  to  Myra's  amazement,  Mrs.  Dwyer,  with  a 
warning  glance,  thrust  a  small  folded  piece  of 
paper  into  her  hand,  which  closed  mechanically 
upon  it. 

"  Come  here,  M}Ta,"  called  Mrs.  Dallas  as  she 
entered  the  dining-room.  It  was  only  to  give 
her  a  small  parcel  to  carry  upstairs.  Myra  com- 
plied willingly,  and  then  went  on  to  her  own 
room,    where    she    ventured    to   read    the  scrap   of 
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paper  given  her  by  Mrs.  Dwyer.  It  opened  up 
much  larger  than  she  expected,  and  was  scrawled 
over  in  a  large  hand  : — 

"I  have  something  to  tell  you.  Don't  lock  your 
door  to-night ;  don't  be  frightened  if  I  come  in ;  try 
to  keep  awake.     Destroy  this — " 

an  injunction  immediately  obeyed  by  tearing  it 
into  infinitesimal  morsels  and  throwing  them  from 
the  window. 

What  could  Mrs.  Dwyer  have  to  say  ? — what 
could  she  have  found  out  ?  Might  she  not  be 
actuated  by  her  evident  dislike  to  Mrs.  Dallas 
and  her  son?  Myra's  heart  beat  violently;  she 
trembled  from  head  to  foot.  She  tried  for  some 
minutes  in  vain  to  compose  herself  She  was  so 
awfully  alone  in  the  wide,  terrible  world,  without 
one  friend  on  earth  but  dear,  kind  Mrs.  Keene, 
and  what  was  she  to  be  pitted  against  the  cruel 
determination  of  Mrs.  Dallas  ?  Why — why  did  her 
uncle's  widow  keep  such  a  firm  grip  of  her  poor, 
insignificant  self  ? 

"I  will  not  lose  my  head  with  foolish  fright," 
said  Myra  to  herself      "  1  will    try  and   keep   cool 
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and  quiet,  or  they  will  suspect  something,  and  I 
must — oh,  I  must! — hear  what  Mrs.  Dwyer  has  to 
say!" 

She  removed  her  hat,  and,  going  to  the  glass, 
was  shocked  at  the  reflection  of  her  pale  cheeks 
and  terrified  eyes.  She  took  a  rough  towel  and 
rubbed  her  face  to  create  a  little  colour.  Then 
she  arranged  her  hair  and  dress,  and  pausing  to 
recover  the  wild  beating  of  her  heart,  found  her- 
self better  able  to  face  Mrs.  Dallas, 

Never  did  the  terrible  recollection  of  that  even- 
ing fade  from  her.  Fortunately  it  was  near  dinner 
time,  and  Mrs.  Dallas  was  occupied  with  her  favourite 
literature — the  newspaper,  so  Myra  was  free  to  sit 
silent  with  her  knitting,  while  her  thoughts  flew  far 
and  wide  :  first  there  was  the  intense  curiosity  to 
know  what  Mrs.  D\v}^er  could  possibly  have  to  tell; 
then  the  vague  but  poignant  dread  of  evil — of  she 
knew  not  what ;  then  tormenting  doubts  of  her  own 
sound  judgment  in  listening  to  the  suggestions,  either 
of  her  own  fears,  or  of  Mrs.  Dwyer's  prejudices.  Sup- 
pose she  refused  to  go  away  with  Mrs.  Dallas ; 
what  was  she  to  do  ?  People  Avould  think  her  mad, 
except,  perhaps,  Mrs.   Keene,  and  she  could  not  be 
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a  burden  on  her.  Finally,  she  had  not  a  penny  in 
the  world !  What  was  to  become  of  her  ?  she  could 
form  no  idea  until  the  promised  conference  with 
Mrs.  Dwyer. 

Meantime  Lionel  came  in  ;  dinner  was  served  and 
eaten  in  nearly  complete  silence.  In  the  evening 
Mrs.  Dallas  made  some  attempts  at  conversation, 
which  Myra,  almost  to  her  own  surprise,  seconded 
nobly.  Towards  the  end  all  grew  more  lively 
and  talkative  over  Bradshaw,  and  the  maps,  and 
at  last — at  last,  Myra  felt  she  might  say  "  Good- 
night." 

"  Good-night,"  returned  Mrs.  Dallas,  "  only  two 
more  nights  before  we  leave  England  for  the  con- 
tinental paradise  of  which  you  dream,  Myra ! " 

"That  is  saying  too  much,  aunt,"  she  returned. 
"  Good-night,  Lionel."  He  rose  and  opened  the 
door  for  her.  "Good-night  to  you,"  he  said  as 
she  passed,  "though  you  have  murdered  sleep  for 
me  ! " 

It  was  better  when  she  was  alone — at  least,  she 
had  no  need  to  guard  her  face — she  could  relieve 
her  restlessness  by  walking  softly  to  and  fro.  She 
locked  her  door  as  usual  and   put  out  her   candle. 
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It  was  a  fine  moonlit  night,  and  she  sat  still  and 
silent  before  undressing,  till  she  heard  her  aunt 
come  up  and  go  into  her  room ;  then  the  landing- 
gas  was  put  out,  the  glimmer  through  her  keyhole 
vanished ;  then  she  partly  undressed,  unlocked  her 
door,  and  lay  dowTi. 


CHAPTER    XYI 

A   BOLD   STROKE. 

The  moments  dropped  slowly  into  the  abyss  of  past 
time  as  if  double-leaded,  while  Myra  lay  awake  and 
watching.  A  distant  clock  chimed  one,  and  still  she 
listened  with  quick-beating  pulses  to  the  profound 
stillness. 

At  last,  though  there  was  no  sound,  she  saw,  in 
the  dim  moonlight  which  made  things  visible,  her 
door  open,  and  a  figure  she  scarcely  recognised  enter. 
But  it  was  Mrs.  Dwyer,  in  a  long  grey  and  black 
wrapper  and  a  black  shawl,  all  her  iron-grey  hair 
being  scraped  up  into  a  knot  on  the  top  of  her  head, 
making  her  long,  bony  face  look  many  times  older, 
sterner,  and  more  weird.  Without  a  word  she  closed 
the  door  and  turned  the  key.  Then  coming  close 
to  the  bed,  she  whispered,  "I  oiled  them  well,  both 
hinge  and  lock,  yesterday  !  Now  listen,  we  are  safe 
for  a  bit !     After  you  went  up  to  bed  last  night — 
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that  is,  Tuesday  night,  I  let  my  young  gentleman 
in,  and  bad  he  looked !  He  says,  '  Where's  my 
mother  ? ' 

"  *  In  the  drawing-room,'  says  I ;  and  up  he  went, 
stopping  when  he  had  got  a  few  steps  to  ask  for 
some  seltzer- water.     So  I  took  it  up  myself. 

"  They  were  talking  hard  by  the  time  I  got  to 
the  drawing-room,  and  looking  as  black  as  thunder. 
I  set  do^vn  the  tray,  with  the  glasses  and  seltzer 
and  the  brandy.  Mrs.  Dallas  never  said,  *  Thank 
you  ! '  she  always  treats  you  like  dirt !  I  just  men- 
tioned the  girl  was  out ;  all  she  said  was,  '  Draw  the 
curtains ' — so  I  did ;  but  I  saw  that  one  ot  the  win- 
dows was  a  wee  bit  open.  It  was  a  still  night,  and 
I  just  left  it  as  it  was;  then  I  came  out,  and  sees 
that  the  landing  window  was  ajar,  too  ;  and  some 
angel  put  it  into  my  head  to  go  round  by  the  bal- 
cony to  the  room  again,  and  listen.  I  propped  the 
landing  window  open,  and  just  shpped  back  behind  the 
curtains.  She  was  speaking.  '  We  must  settle  every- 
thing now,'  she  says  very  determined,  '  for  I'll  never 
commit  myself  on  paper  about  such  a  plan ;  but, 
if  you  obey  me,  it  can't  fail.'  Then  she  went  on, 
hard  and  clear.     He  is  to  meet  you  at   Lyons   not 

i2 
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later  than  the  10th  (that's  only  three  weeks  off!), 
and  you  are  to  travel  to  another  place ;  and  there 
something  is  to  go  wrong — she  is  to  go  on  one  way, 
and  you  are  to  be  left  alone  with  the  son  to  go 
another.  Then  she  says  you'll  be  glad  enough  to 
marry  him  because  of  scandal,  or  some  such  thing ; 
and  she  is  to  seem  ignorant,  and  say  you  had  eloped 
with  her  son  unknown  to  her.  At  the  end  she  says 
very  bitter  and  cruel,  '  I  can't  bear  any  more  of  her 
insolent  nonsense.  We  have  lost  too  much  precious 
time.  All  must  be  done  before  November  term 
begins ! '  With  that,  young  Ashby  got  up  saying 
pretty  loud,  '  It's  an  admirably  devilish  plot ! '  and 
began  to  pace  the  room,  and  his  mother  said, '  Hush ! ' 
So  I  slipped  out,  and  fastened  up  the  landing  win- 
dow pretty  carefully.  Now,  Miss  Dallas,  whatever 
you  do,  don't  go  away  out  of  the  country  with  them  ! " 

This  extraordinary  revelation  was  uttered 
rapidly,  in  a  low,  impressive  whisper,  suggestive  of 
murder  and  conspiracy. 

"  You  really  heard  all  this  ? "  murmured  Myra, 
even  more  bewildered  than  frightened.  "  My  own 
aunt  would  betray  me !     It  is  almost  incredible." 

"  It's   as   true   as   that   the  moon   is  shining  up 
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there ;  aod  she  is  in  terrible  earnest.  What's 
the  reason  she  wants  you  so  bad  for  her  son  ? " 

"I  cannot  tell,  Mrs.  Dwyer." 

"Don't  go  with  her,  any  way.  She  has  a  soft 
tongue.  She  might  make  you  out  a  lunatic,  or 
God  knows  what,  when  she  had  you  away  from 
the  country." 

"  What  can  I  do  ?  W^here  can  I  go  ? "  whis- 
pered Myra,  grasping  Mrs.  Dwyer's  hand  in  both 
her  own  and  drawing  her  closer.  "  My  head  turns ; 
I  do  not  seem  able  to  think."  She  stopped  a  mo- 
ment, and  then  began  again  more  calmly.  "  But  I 
will  escape !  What  you  tell  me  seems  true — it 
seems  to  realise  all  the  vague  doubts  and  fore- 
bodings I  have  had — and  I  dread  Lionel  so  much  ! 
What  shall  I  do?" 

"  You  might  go  to  Mrs.  Keene  for  a  bit,  and 
get  advice  from  that  gentleman,  Mr.  Leyton,  as 
called  here  so  often.  Haven't  you  no  relations  but 
Mrs.  Dallas?" 

"  I  never  knew  any  but  Uncle  Edward,"  re- 
turned Myra,  still  clinging  to  her  hand  and 
speaking  in  a  frightened  whisper.  "  Mrs.  Dallas  is 
no  relation." 
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"Then,  I  suppose,  she  could  not  force  you  to 
come  back.  Could  you  ask  that  grand  lady — Lady 
Shirland — to  help  you  ? " 

"She  would  never  believe  anything  against 
Mrs.  Dallas.  No ;  I  will  go  to  Mrs.  Keene,  and, 
when  he  comes  back,  Mr.  Leyton  will  advise  me. 
Oh  !  I  cannot  bear  to  trouble  him." 

"But  you  can't  afford  to  stand  on  ceremony, 
miss.  You  get  away  at  all  costs.  You  can't  keep 
hidden  long ;  but  you'll  have  time  to  look  about 
you.     Will  you  risk  it  ?  " 

"I  will,"  said  Myra,  letting  Mrs.  Dwyer's  hand 
go,  and  slipping  out  of  bed  to  sit  on  the  side  of 
it  when  she  had  brought  her  only  chair  for  her 
"nocturnal  visitor."  "But,  you  know,  I  have  not 
one  penny." 

"I  guessed  that,  miss.  I'll  lend  you  a  few 
shillings,  and  Mrs.  Keene  can  dispose  of  the  ring. 
You  have  kept  it  out  of  sight,  I  hope  ? " 

"Yes;  I  have  it  quite  safe." 

"  How  you  will  get  away  is  the  thing,"  resumed 
Mrs.  Dwyer.  "  You  must  just  watch  your  chance. 
She  will  be  going  out,  for  sure.  You  must  just 
fly  the   minute  her  back  is  turned ;  and  mind  you 
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make  for  Salisbury  Avenue — it  is  the  wide  road  at 
the  end  on  the  left,  and  turn  left — the  'buses  to 
the  Addison  Road  Station  cross  it ;  or  you  might 
find  a  cab — it's  only  a  shilling  fare.  Don't,  any 
way,  go  by  Earl's  Court — you  might  rim  into  her 
arms.  Then  you  can  get  on  to  the  Portland  Road 
Station,  quite  near  Mrs.  Keene's  place.  Now,  can 
you  understand  all  this  ? " 

"  Yes ;  and  I  will  do  it.  If  I  have  not  courage 
now,  I  shall  be  a  slave  for  life.  Since  you  have 
taken  all  this  trouble  for  me,  you  shall  see  I  am 
not  unworthy  of  it." 

"And  you  will  never  let  out  that  I  listened 
and  warned  you  ?  " 

"  Never,  Mrs.  Dwyer — never  !  " 

"  Well,  now  we'd  better  finish  the  business.  Give 
me  a  few  of  your  things  to  put  up  for  you  to  take 
away.  You  can  choose  them  by  this  blessed  moon- 
light. I'll  make  a  neat  little  parcel  and  address  it 
to  myself — I've  an  old  label  of  Barker's — then  it 
can  lie  on  the  hall  table,  and  be  ready  for  you  to 
snatch  up  as  you  pass  by.  Remember,  the  minute 
she  goes  out  you  put  on  your  hat  and  cloak  and 
fly.     Be  sure  you  turn  left.     I  wish  I  had  brought 
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my  purse ;  but  I  locked  it  away  downstairs  as 
usual.  Now,  that's  about  all  you'd  better  take,  or 
it  will  make  too  big  a  packet ; "  and  Mrs.  Dwyer, 
who  was  quite  pleasurably  excited  at  the  idea  of 
outwitting  Mrs.  Dallas,  gathered  up  the  change  of 
raiment  selected  by  Myra. 

"Will  you  take  care  of  the  only  two  treasures 
I  have  in  the  world  ? "  asked  Myra  unsteadily. 
*'  These  two  pictures.     I  cannot  take  them  with  me." 

"Give  'em  to  me,  and  wild  horses  shan't  drag 
them  out  of  me,"  said  Mrs.  Dwyer  in  an  energetic 
whisper.  "  Hush  ! "  she  exclaimed.  "  Did  you  hear 
a  foot  outside  ? " 

"  No  ! "  returned  Myra,  trembling  and  clinging 
to  her. 

"Be  quite  quiet." 

A  few  dreadful  moments  passed;  but  all  was 
silent. 

"  I  don't  think  it  was  anything,"  said  Mrs. 
Dwyer  with  a  sigh  of  relief;  "but  I  had  better 
go." 

"  Oh,  if  you  could  only  stay  with  me  ! "  mur- 
mured Myra.  "  It  is  too  terrible  to  be  here 
alone!" 
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"  Keep  up  your  heart !  You'll  be  all  right  if 
you  can  only  get  away.  Mind  you  look  cheerful 
and  ready  to  go  to  the  ends  of  the  earth  with  her 
when  you  meet  Mrs.  Dallas  to-morrow."  .*> 

Mrs.  Dwyer  opened  the  door  slowly  and  with 
the  utmost  precaution.  It  was  very  dark  on  the 
landing,  but  she  knew  her  way, 

"  Thank  you  for  your  great  goodness  to  me," 
murmured  Myra  in  a  low  tone,  embracing  her. 

"  God  bless  you,  dear !  Mind  you  don't  let 
yourself  be  frightened — everything  depends  on  that. 
Try  to  get  a  wink  or  two  of  sleep." 

The  gaunt,  hard-looking  woman  spoke  quite 
tenderly.  Then  she  passed  out  noiselessly,  as  she 
had  entered. 

Myra  carefully  locked  the  door,  and  sought 
additional  safety  by  burying  her  head  under  the 
bed-clothes. 

It  was  an  awful  prospect — on  either  hand  diffi- 
culty and  danger.  To  risk  trusting  herself  with 
her  aunt  away  abroad,  out  of  reach  of  Mrs.  Keene 
or  Jack  Leyton,  was  not  to  be  thought  of; 
to  escape  and  defy  her  entailed  a  fight  for  free- 
dom.     She  had  no  plausible  reason  that  she  could 
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avow  to  justify  her  act ;  for  she  must  never  betray 
Mrs.  Dwyer. 

Poor  Myra's  rehgious  education  had  been  sorely 
neglected,  as  may  be  imagined  ;  but  like  all  young 
creatures  gifted  with  heart  and  mind,  her  natural 
instinct  in  moments  of  difficulty  was  to  turn  for 
help  to  the  Author  of  all  Good.  A  few  moments 
of  tearful,  wordless  prayer  helped  her  to  compose 
herself,  and  confirmed  her  in  her  resolution  to  risk 
all  and  fly — next  day  or  the  one  following,  as  op- 
portunity offered.  She  felt  calmer  and  stronger, 
but  sleep  refused  to  visit  a  brain  so  troubled ;  she 
thought  and  planned,  and  saw  visions  of  the  future 
more  or  less  sombre,  yet  not  altogether  unstreaked 
by  lines  of  light,  till  dawn  stole  in  at  her  window, 
and  warned  her  that  the  moment  for  action  was 
approaching. 

She  had,  however,  schooled  herself  so  well  dur- 
ing her  long  self-communing,  that  she  presented  a 
cheerful,  composed  aspect  at  breakfast,  and  that 
meal  passed  over  as  usual.  Indeed,  Mrs.  Dallas 
was  unusually  agreeable  and  talkative.  Lionel 
was  in  no  hurry  to  go  out.  He  sat  and  read  the 
newspaper  till  Mrs.  Dallas  had  finished  some  notes, 
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and  a  list  of  commissions  to  be  executed  before 
luncheon. 

"  There,  Lionel,"  she  said  at  last,  "  it  will  save 
me  very  much  if  you  will  do  all  this."  Lionel  came 
over  and  took  the  list  from  her.  "  Yes,  of  course, 
I'll  be  your  agent,"  he  said ;  "  can't  I  go  to  the 
bank  for  you,  too  ? " 

"  No,  thank  you,  dear.  I  must  go  there  myself 
in  the  afternoon  to  settle  a  few  matters,  and  I  shall 
call  at  the  vicarage  as  I  return.  Shall  you  return 
to  luncheon  ? " 

"  Well,  no,  I  do  not  think  I  can  manage  all  this 
in  time,  but  I  shall  not  be  long  after."  He  left 
the  room,  and  presently  returned  in  outdoor  toilette, 
and  having  received  a  few  farther  instructions  from 
his  mother,  departed. 

What  a  terrible  morning  it  was  !  Myra  was  dizzy 
with  anxiety  and  dread.  What  would  be  her  fate 
if  her  attempted  escape  was  discovered  and  baffled  ? 
She  felt  without  any  effort  at  reasoning  that  both 
mother  and  son  would  exact  a  cruel  revenge.  She 
went  mechanically  about  all  her  aunt  told  her  to 
do,  while  her  tongue  felt  parched.  There  was  a  ter- 
rible moment  when  Mrs.  Dallas  said — 
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"  Myra,  I  wish  you  would  bring  all  your  clotlies 
down  to  my  room.  I  will  share  one  of  my  large 
boxes  with  you  instead  of  using  your  small  one.  I 
hope,  dear,  your  ring  is  safe  !  You  had  better  bring 
it  too,  and  let  me  put  it  up  with  my  jewels ;  I  am 
going  to  take  a  few  with  me ! " 

"Very  well,  aunt,"  returned  Myra,  forced  into  an 
unusual  degree  of  duplicity. 

"  I  shall  pack  your  things  as  soon  as  I  come  in 
this  afternoon,  so  have  them  all  ready,  and  then  we 
shall  soon  get  through  it." 

"Thank  you,  aunt." 

"  You  are  looking  woefully  pale  and  miserable, 
Myra  !  What  is  the  matter  ?  are  you  nervous  about 
our  journey  ? " 

"  I  beheve  I  am  !  " 

"  Nonsense  !  take  another  glass  of  wine.  Now  I 
must  go  out,  or  I  shall  be  late  for  the  bank." 

These  sentences  were  exchanged  at  luncheon. 
The  decisive  moment  was  at  hand.  Mrs.  Dallas, 
carefully  arrayed  as  usual,  sallied  through  the  halL 
and  noticed  a  brown  paper  parcel  lying  on  a  chair. 
"Hum,  our  good  Mrs.  Dwyer  has  been  indulging 
in  finery  at  Barker's,  I  see,"  she  said,  and  passed  out 
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through  the  door  Myra  held  open  for  her.  That 
remark  seemed  to  raise  her  courage.  So  much  of 
Mrs.  Dwyer's  plan  was  successful,  perhaps  the  rest 
would  go  well,  too.  She  flew  upstairs  to  put  on  hat 
and  cloak,  ringing  to  give  notice  to  Mrs.  Dwyer, 
hoping  to  meet  her  in  the  hall. 

As  she  descended  the  stairs,  her  gloves  in  her 
hand,  she  beheld  Mrs.  Dwyer,  indeed — but  Mrs. 
DAvyer  speaking  to  Lionel,  who  had  just  admitted 
himself  with  the  latch-key.  He  was  facing  the  stairs, 
he  saw  her ;  it  was  hopeless  to  evade  him !  A  des- 
pairing glance  from  Mrs.  Dwyer  seemed  to  fire  her 
with  sudden  desperate  courage,  to  sharpen  her  wits 
and  rouse  her  invention. 

"  Going  out  ? "  asked  Lionel  with  some  surprise, 
as  she  advanced  towards  him. 

"  Yes,"  returned  Myra  with  a  coolness  that  as- 
tonished herself  "  I  am  going  to  change  some  wools 
my  aunt  bought  yesterday  at  Brown's,"  naming  a 
fancy  shop  in  Earl's  Court;  "she  said  if  you  were 
back,  perhaps  you  would  come  with  me." 

"  Yes,  of  course,  with  pleasure,"  returned  Lionel 
readily,  and  following  her  into  the  dining-room. 

Myra  continued  putting  on  her  gloves,  and  think- 
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ing  what  she  should  do  next.  Then  she  looked  in 
the  drawer  of  a  work-table,  and  in  a  work-bag  ap- 
parently in  vain.  "I  must  have  left  them  in  my 
aunt's  room/'  she  exclaimed ;  "  I  am  always  giving 
myself  trouble  by  my  forge tfulness,"  and  she  left 
the  room.  Lionel,  who  never  stood  when  he  could 
sit,  had  at  once  dropped  into  a  rocking  chair,  near 
the  fire-place,  and  behind  the  open  door.  There 
he  lounged  for  a  minute  or  two,  feeling  pleased  by 
Myra's  increased  cordiality  of  manner,  when  the  front 
door  shut  with  a  violent  slam.  In  a  second  Lionel 
was  on  his  feet,  had  snatched  up  his  hat  and  was 
in  the  street — a  quick  conviction  piercing  through 
him  that  Myra  had  given  him  the  slip.  He  was 
right.  His  keen  eyes  at  once  detected  her  running 
rapidly,  and  already  almost  at  the  corner  of  the  street 
where  it  joined  Salisbury  Avenue.  She  looked  back 
before  she  turned  it,  no  doubt  to  see  if  she  were 
followed.  He  had  already  started  in  pursuit  at  the 
top  of  his  speed,  and  he  could  run  fast. 

Melford  Road  was  little  frequented,  and  at 
that  moment  there  was  no  one  else  in  sight.  He 
was  close  upon  her  heels ;  in  a  minute  more  he 
would  capture   her,  and  then — but  he  did  not  stop 


A  BOLD  STROKE.  143 

to  reason.  He  was  round  the  corner ;  a  long 
length  of  road  lay  right  and  left  of  him,  quite 
clear  of  passengers  save  a  baker's  boy  with  a 
basket  on  his  arm,  who  was  whistling  as  he  came 
along,  and  a  stout,  elderly  lady,  both  coming  up 
from  the  direction  in  which  Myra  had  run.  He 
asked  the  boy,  who  met  him  first,  if  he  had  seen 
a  young  lady.  No,  the  youth  had  seen  "ne'er  a 
one."  A  few  yards  further  on  a  narrow  street  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  road  branched  off  to  the 
north.  Fool  that  he  was !  of  course  she  had 
turned  down  it.  What  a  pace  she  must  have 
gone !  It  couldn't  last ;  he  would  soon  come  up 
with  her.  There  were  few  cabs  about  and  she 
must  be  penniless;  his  mother  took  good  care  of 
that.  These  thoughts  sustained  him  as  he  tore 
along,  on  and  on,  in  vain.  No  sign  of  the  quarry. 
Suddenly  he  stopped.  It  was  impossible  she 
could  have  gone  so  far  at  such  a  rate,  and 
the  street  he  was  in  had  no  side  openings, 
nor  had  he  met  a  cab  or  seen  even  the  back 
of  one.  Had  she  taken  refuge  in  a  house  ?  If  so, 
in  which,  and  what  friend  had  she  to  plot  with  ? 
Had  she  escaped  him  ? — had  she  escaped  his  clever, 
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resolute  mother  ?  How  were  they  to  recover  her  ? 
— what  excuse  could  they  make  ? — what  excuse 
could  she  make  ?  Would  it  be  excuse  enough  for 
putting  her  in  a  lunatic  asylum  ?  He  ground  his 
sharp,  white  teeth  with  fury  at  the  idea  of  this 
simple  girl,  whom  he  and  his  mother  looked  upon 
as  their  lawful  prey,  outwitting  and  out-manoeu- 
vring him.  He  did  not  venture  to  stir  a  step  with- 
out his  mother,  and  she  might  not  return  for 
another  hour. 

Crestfallen,  a  hell  of  baffled  wickedness  raging 
in  his  soul,  he  walked  back  to  Melford  Road, 
streaming  at  every  pore.  After  a  few  moments' 
pause  to  recover  and  cool  himself,  he  rang  and 
asked  for  Mrs.  Dwyer. 

"Did  you  know  Miss  Dallas  had  gone  out?"  he 
said. 

"Yes,  sir" — stolidly.  "I  heard  her  ask  you 
to  go  with  her,  and  then  you  slammed  the  door  in 
a  way " 

"D — n  the  door!"  interrupted  young  Ashby 
rudely.  "Somehow  I  have  missed  her,  and  it  is 
too  provoking." 

"  Where  was  she  going,  sir  ? " — innocently. 
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"  Oh,  to  some  shop,  about  wool  for  my 
mother." 

"  That  will  be  Fisher's,  sir.  AVell,  she  Avon't 
be  long,  unless,  indeed,  she  goes  on  to  Miss 
Browne." 

Here  Avas  an  infernal  suggestion  1  And  yet, 
would  Lady  Shirland  or  Dorothea  believe  a  word 
against  his  mother  or  himself  ?     No. 

"  Well  she  may,"  he  said,  remembering  he  had 
better  keep  things  quiet.  After  all,  Myra  had 
nothing — nothing  whatever — to  complain  of,  and 
he  himself  would  come  out  well  as  a  fine,  generous 
young  fellow  ready  to  marry  a  penniless  girl  with 
the  bar  sinister  on  her  scutcheon  into  the  bargain, 
by  Jove  !     Still,  it  was  the  devil's  own  business. 

"  Do  you  want  anything  more,  sir  ? "  asked 
Mrs.  Dwyer  demurely. 

"  Xo — yes,  some  brandy  and  soda.  I'll  wait  till 
Miss  Dallas  comes  back." 

"  Very  well,  sir " — turning  to  leave  the  room, 

"  And  a  long   wait  you'll  have      The  poor,  dear 
young   lady  is    the   right  sort  after  all.     She'll   get 
out   of  their   clutches    now.      She   did   him   nicely. 
If  I  could  only  have  given  her  a  few  shillings'" 
k 
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Descending  to  her  own  territories,  Mrs.  Dwyer 
despatched  "  the  gurl "  with  the  desired  refresh- 
ment, and  then  sat  down  to  enjoy  an  unusually 
large  crop  of  horrors  in  Lloyd's  Weekly  with 
the  proud  feeling  that  she  was  herself  engaged  in 
the  working  out  of  a  plot  in  no  way  below  those 
of  the  popular  newspaper  in  interest. 

It  was,  indeed,  a  bad  half-hour  spent  by  Lionel 
Ashby  while  waiting  for  his  mother's  return.  In 
a  way  he  dominated  her,  and  on  the  other  hand 
he  feared  her.  To  gain  comfort  and  courage,  he 
helped  himself  to  brandy  pure  and  simple  when 
the  soda-water  was  exhausted. 

"  It  was  nearly  four  o'clock  when  she  came  in ; 
it  had  been  about  half-past  two  when  he  had  re- 
turned from  his  ineffectual  chase. 

Mrs.  Dallas  was  going  straight  upstairs  to  the 
drawing-room  when  "  the  gurl "  said,  "  If  you  please, 
'm,  Mr.  Ashby  is  in  the  dining-room."  She 
turned  in  there,  and  seeing  him  lounging  in 
his  favourite  rocking-chair,  began  with  good- 
humoured  playfulness,  "  You  lazy  boy " 

He  interrupted  her  by  starting  up  and  closing 
the   *door    carefully ;    then,    facing    her    with    pale 
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cheeks   and    wide-opened   eyes,   he   said   in    a    low, 
hoarse  voice — 

"  Mother,  she  is  gone ;    she  has  run  away  ! " 

"  Myra ! "  she  returned,  letting  the  parcel  she 
held  drop.     "  Impossible  !     How  ? — w^here  ? — when  ?  " 

Lionel  replied  by  detailing  the  particulars  of 
Myra's  escape,  and  a  very  accurate  account  he 
gave.  It  was  of  too  vital  importance  to  suppress 
or  exaggerate  any  detail. 

"  You  were  an  idiot  to  let  her  out  of  your 
sight,"  was  her  fierce  comment. 

"I  did  not  think  I  had.  She  asked  me  to  go 
out  w^ith  her,  and " 

"  That  of  itself  ought  to  have  raised  your 
suspicions.  You  have  gone  near  to  ruin  all  my 
plans — all  my  careftilly-arranged  plans — and  make 
all  I  have  striven  to  do  useless.  You  are  so  im- 
petuous— so  absolutely  idiotic !  Call  a  cab  for  me 
directly.  She  will  try  to  hide  with  Mrs.  Keene. 
I  must  be  there  as  soon  as  herself.  She  had  no 
money — at  least,  I  sujjpose  not." 

"You  can't  be  sure,  mother.  How  do  you  know 
there  is  not  some  infernal  man  helping  her  out- 
side ? " 

k  2 
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"  I  don't  believe  that !  She  has  been  well 
watched ;  and  few  men  care  to  champion  penniless 
girls  who  haven't  even  a  name  to  call  their  own. 
Go,  bring  a  cab  quick — there  is  no  time  to  lose  ! 
That  woman  Keene  will  not  dare  to  resist  me  !  " 
***** 

It  was  past  three  o'clock  when  Mrs.  Keene 
retired,  as  was  her  wont,  to  her  private  parlour 
for  half-an-hour's  reading  and  repose.  She  had 
settled  herself  with  the  morning  paper  in  peace ; 
for  her  grand-daughter  was  beginning  to  be  a 
great  help,  as  she  developed  decided  business 
faculties  and  an  aptitude  for  keeping  the  servants 
up  to  the  collar.  So  Mrs.  Keene  enjoyed  her  mid- 
day breathing  space  all  th-e  more,  as  she  knew 
that  Wilh-elmina  v/as  out  and  about.  The  good 
woman  had  only  just  begun  to  experience  the  first 
delightful  symptoms  of  drowsiness,  when  Wilhel- 
mina  burst  in,  greatly  excited,  and  exclaimed — 

"  Lor',  grannie,  Miss  Dallas  is  outside  at  the 
side  door !  I'm  going  to  let  her  in.  I'm  sure  she 
has  run  away." 

She  dashed  through  the  door  communicating 
with  the  next  house. 
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"  Why,  goodness  gracious  me  ! "  cried  Mrs.  Keene, 
wide  awake  in  a  moment  and  bustling  after  her, 
but  pausing  to  turn  the  key  in  the  lock  of  the 
door  by  which  Wilhelmina  had  entered.  "  Miss 
Myra,  my  dear  child,  what's  the  matter  ? " 

There  in  the  small  square  entry  stood  Myra, 
white  to  the  lips,  with  a  strained,  hunted  look 
in  her  eyes,  her  parcel  held  tightly  against  her 
breast. 

"  I  have  run  away,"  she  Avhispered ;  "  and  I 
will  never  go  back.  Will  you  take  me  in  for  a 
little  while?" 

"Ay,  my  dear,  for  a  long  while.  Have  they 
been  treating  you  bad  ? " 

"  Xo,  no — not  at  all.  I  y\dll  tell  you  all  about 
it  when  my  heart  does  not  beat  so  fast." 

"  They'll  be  after  you,  I  suppose  ? " 

"  Oh,  yes.  I  had  quite  an  extraordinary  es- 
cape ;  for  Lionel  chased  me  before  I  was  three 
minutes  out  of  the  house." 

"  Then  you  mustn't  be  found  here.  Willy,  take 
her  up  to  your  room ;  and  put  on  your  hat  and 
things.  I'll  bring  up  some  wine  and  a  biscuit,  and 
tell  you  what's  to  be  done." 
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With  a  sense  of  unspeakable  relief  Myra  fol- 
loAved  Wilhelmina  upstairs,  and,  sinking  on  the 
nearest  chair,  let  the  long-threatening  tears  flow  at 
last. 

Mrs.  Keene  soon  made  her  appearance,  breath- 
less with  hospitable  haste,  and  carrying  the 
promised  refreshment. 

"There,  missie,  you  drink  up  that  glass  of  port 
— it  is  real  good — and  eat  a  biscuit.  Now  listen 
to  me,  Willy,  while  you  put  on  your  things.  You 
take  Miss  Dallas  up  this  little  street,  call  the  first 
cab  you  see,  and  drive  to  Mr.  Dobbs,  the  Railway 
Hotel.  It  ain't  a  grand  place,  but  clean  and 
respectable.  Mr.  Dobbs  is  a  great  friend  of  mine 
and  of  Keene's  ;  and  you'll  have  a  nice  room  and  be 
safe  till  we  can  turn  ourselves  round.  You  tell  Mr. 
Dobbs  from  me,  Willy,  that  I  haven't  room  for 
Miss  —  don't  you  say  Dallas,  anything  will  do  — 
Smith — ay,  Miss  Smith — so  I'm  answerable  for  all 
expenses.  Order  a  nice  dinner,  and  you  stay  with 
her  till  I  come,  which  won't  be  till  late.  It's  likely 
Mrs.  Dallas  may  drive  up  any  minute ;  and  she'll 
put  on  detectives,  and  the  Lord  knows  what.  / 
can't  tell  what  rights  she  may  have  to   claim  you. 
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I  do  wish  Keene  were  here,  /  do !  Where's  Mr. 
Leyton  ? " 

'•In  Paris  or  Brussels.  He  wrote  to  me,  but  I 
was  in  such  a  hurry  to  tear  up  the  letter  that 
I  have  forgotten  his  address." 

"  Dear,  dear — that's  a  pity  !  We'll  keep  things 
quiet  till  we  can  find  him.  Men — especially  gen- 
tlemen— know  a  heap  tve  don't.  Are  you  ready, 
Willy — are  you  ready  ?  " 

"  Yes,  grannie." 

"  Well,  you  go  out  of  the  front  door,  as  if 
you  were  going  shopping,  and  turn  towards  town; 
then  you  can  get  back  a  little  higher  up  by  Carter 
Mews — it's  pretty  quiet  at  this  time — and  wait 
a  little  above  there.  In  ten  minutes  I'll  let  Miss 
Myra  out  by  the  side  door." 

"  All  right,  gran' !  Suppose  I  take  Miss  Myra's 
parcel — that  will  look  like  shopping  ? " 

"  Well  thought !     Off"  with  you  ! " 

When  she  w^as  gone,  Mrs.  Keene  took  Myra  in 
her  arms  and  kissed  her. 

''  You'll  excuse  me,  my  poor,  dear  child,"  she 
said,  her  kind  eyes  full  of  tears,  "  but  I  thank 
God  that  I  have   a   chance  of  paying  back  a  little 
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bit  of  the  debt  I  owe  your  angel  mother.  It 
wasn't  only  that  I  owe  her  my  life  ;  but  when 
that  was  done,  she  was  so  sweet,  so  friendly.  I 
wish   she  had  been  spared   to  know  you    and    love 

you." 

"  And  be  my  friend — my  protectress.  I  am  so 
awfully  alone,  Mrs.  Keene." 

"  So  you  are,  my  poor  lamb ;  but  you'll  find 
friends — I  am  sure  you  will.  Come,  now,  let's  go 
look  for  Willy — it's  time  you  were  out  of  this.  Mrs. 
Dallas  might  be  here  any  moment;  and  I  want  to 
pull  myself  together  before  she  comes.  She  is  a 
deep,  shrewd  woman.     Come  away  !  " 

They  descended  to  the  little  entry.  Mrs.  Keene 
opened  the  street-door  and  peeped  forth  twice.  The 
second  time  she  drew  in  her  head  triumphantly. 

"There  she  is — four  or  five  houses  up.  Go  on, 
my  dear.  God  bless  you!  Keep  up  your  heart! 
I'll  be  with  you  about  eight — or  before,  may-be." 

She  watched  till  she  saw  the  two  girls  meet 
and  walk  away  in  a  northerly  direction.  Then  she 
returned  to  her  parlour,  replaced  the  key  in  its 
usual  position,  settled  herself  in  her  arm-chair,  and 
took  up  her  paper. 
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"I  must  have  my  wits  about  me  Avith  that 
woman,"  she  mused ;  "  she  is  as  deep  as  a  well.  I 
must  just  forget  I  have  seen  the  dear  young  lady, 
and  seem  as  frightened  as  I  should  he  if  I  didn't 
know  where  she  was.  Ah,  /  didn't  live  with 
Russians  for  nothing." 

She  turned  her  eyes  on  the  paper  with  very 
vague  ideas  as  to  what  w^as  printed  there.  Hardly 
had  she  thus  composed  herself  when  one  of  the 
servants  entered  to  say  that  Mrs.  Dallas  wished  to 
speak  with  her. 

"Oh,  show  her  in,"  cried  Mrs.  Keene,  in  a  loud, 
cheerful  tone,  judging — and  justly — that  the  visitor 
had  followed  closely. 

Mrs.  Dallas  looked  darker  than  ever,  and  her 
eyes  were  dangerously  bright  when  she  walked  in. 
She  kept  a  fair  front,  however,  and  bade  Mrs. 
Keene  "  Good-morning "  graciously  enough. 

"  Pray,  is  my  niece  with  you  ? "  she  asked, 
gently. 

"  Miss  Myra  ? " — in  a  surprised  tone.  "  Was 
she  coming  to  see  me,  'm  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  sure ;    I  thought  she  might." 

"  No,     I    haven't    seen    her   for  weeks,  'm — not 
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since  the  evening  I  took  the  liberty  of  calling  at 
your  house." 

"  Indeed  ! " — looking  at  her  very  keenly.  "  Are 
you  quite  sure  she  has  not  been  here  ? " 

"  I  am  ready  to  swear  she  never  crossed  that 
threshold  since  you  were  here  with  her;"  and  Mrs. 
Keene  looked  towards  the  door  by  which  her  visitor 
had  just  entered.  Her  tone  was  so  unhesitating 
that  Mrs.  Dallas  felt  baffled. 

"I  am  amazed,"  she  said,  after  a  moment's 
thought.  "  If  you  will  be  silent  in  the  matter  I 
shall  trust  you  with  the  reason  of  my  inquiries, 
for  I  wish  to  keep  the  whole  thing  secret.  Miss 
Dallas  has  left  my  house,  my  protection — run  away 
in  short." 

"  But — my  goodness  gracious  ! — what  made  her 
do  that  ?     Had  you  any  falling  out  ?  " 

"  No,  not  at  all ;  I  only  fear  she  may  have 
formed  some  acquaintance,  some  attachment,  un- 
known to  me,  and  of  which  she  knows  I  should  dis- 
approve, and  eloped  with  a  lover." 

"  Dear,  dear  ! — the  folly  of  girls  !  Young  ladies, 
and  all!  Have  you  no  idea  at  all  who  it  might 
be,  'm  ? " 
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"  Xo ;  have  you  ? " — sharply.  It  struck  her 
quick  sense  that  Mrs.  Keene  would  have  shown 
more  emotion  if  such  a  possibility  was  then  pre- 
sented to  her  for  the  first  time. 

"  Me  ?  No,  I  have  no  notion.  But,  goodness 
gracious !  aren't  you  going  to  advertise  and  set 
detectives  on  her  track  ?  Why,  my  head's  just 
turning  at  the  idea  of  the  poor  young  lady  wan- 
dering about  in  the  hands  of  some  villain !  How 
was  it  you  took  your  eyes  off  her  ? " 

This  outburst  took  Mrs.  Dallas  rather  aback. 

"  I  did  keep  her  pretty  close,  but  I  had  no 
reason  to  doubt  her.  How  she  got  away  I  cannot 
think,  for  I  don't  believe  she  had  a  penny  in  her 
pocket." 

"  Kept  her  like  that,  the  cruel  slave-driver ! " 
thought  Mrs.  Keene.  "Then  depend  upon  it  some 
one  outside  helped  her,"  she  said  aloud. 

''  I  fancy  so,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas,  rising,  seeing  she 
could  make  nothing  of  her  interlocutor.  "  I  must 
go  now  to  secure  the  help  of  the  police." 

"  Ay,  do,  'm,  and  lose  no  time.  Then  you  will 
advertise,  I  suppose  ?  I'd  put  it  in  the  penny 
papers  as  well  as  the  Times,  if  I  was  you." 
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"  It's  an  awful  business.  My  great  desire  is  to 
shield  the  poor  silly  girl  from  scandal.  I  am  still 
willing  to  take  her  back,  though  she  has  been 
shamefully  ungrateful." 

"Well,  that  is  not  like  her,  Mrs.  Dallas." 

"  No,  certainly  not ;  which  makes  me  feel  all 
the  more  convinced  that  she  is  acting  under  some 
influence  unknown  to  us." 

"It  certainly  looks  like  it,"  returned  Mrs. 
Keene,  following  her  with  deferential  politeness. 

At  the  door  Mrs.  Dallas  turned  and  cast  one 
comprehensive,  hungry,  unsatisfied  look  round  the 
room. 

"Good-morning,"  she  said,  with  a  slight  bend 
of  the  head  as  she  passed  out.  "  Cunning  old 
fox !  She  knows  more  than  she  pretends,"  was 
her  mental  commentary. 

"You  may  suspect,  but  you  can't  prove," 
thought  Mrs,  Keene. 


CHAPTER    XYII. 

PLOT   AND   COUNTER-PLOT. 

Myra  experienced  a  delicious  senise  of  safety  and 
freedom  when  the  landlord  of  the  Railway  Hotel, 
a  modest  hostelry  near  King's  Cross,  received  her 
and  the  protecting  AVilhelmina  with  frank,  kind 
civility.  Any  fiiend  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Keene  was 
especially  welcome.  There  was  a  nice,  large,  airy 
room  at  the  young  lady's  service,  rather  high  up, 
but  quiet  and  comfortable.  Was  any  luggage 
coming  ? 

"Not  to-day,"  said  Wilhelmina,  with  presence 
of  mind ;  "  but  my  grandmamma  will  be  here  later 
and  let  you  know." 

The  room  to  which  they  were  conducted  was 
cheerful  and  comfortable,  and  furnished  so  as  to 
serve  as  sitting  and  bed-room  both.  Having  asked 
and  received  instructions  (from  Wilhelmina)  re- 
garding   tea  with  cold  tongue. and  water- cress,   the 
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friendly  host  left  them  to  themselves,  to  Wil- 
helmina's  great  delight. 

"  Let  me  help  you  off  with  your  hat  and  cape, 
Miss  Myra,  and  put  away  your  things.  Oh,  do 
tell  me  all  about  everything;  I  am  just  dying  to 
know  !     Did  they  treat  you  cruel  bad  ? " 

"  No  !  no,  indeed !  Only  I  grew  stupidly  fright- 
ened ;  and  even  now  I  am  not  sure  whether  I  have 
been  foolish  or  wise.  You  see  I  had  grown  nervous 
and  unhappy.  I  am  sure  no  one  can  be  happy  living 
in  utter  dependence  on  another,  unless,  indeed,  it 
is  upon  one's  own  father  or  mother.  Oh,  Willy ! 
my  head  seems  turning  round  still.  I  thought 
my  heart  would  burst  with  beating  when  I  turned 
and  saw  Lionel  running  after  me." 

"  Dear,  dear !  What  is  he  like  ?  Is  he  very 
ugly?" 

"  ISTo,  by  no  means.  He  is  good-looking,  and  can 
be  very  pleasant." 

"  My  goodness !  Well,  that's  funny !  "  cried  Wil- 
helmina  still  highly  excited,  and  rapidly  arranging 
Myra's  few  belongings  in  drawers  and  wardrobe, 
while  she  continued  to  ply  her  with  questions,  which 
Myra  only  partially  answered,  adding,  "  for  you  know, 
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Willy,  dear,  I  want  to  tell  Mrs.  Keene  every  little 
thing  when  she  comes." 

"  And  you  will  let  nie  stay  and  hear  it  all  ? " 
cried  Willy. 

"  Oh,  certamly,  of  course."  So  Wilhelmina,  find- 
ing she  must  wait,  filled  up  the  time  by  imparting 
much  information  respecting  the  hotel,  grannie, 
grandpa,  and  the  new  piano  he  was  going  to  buy 
her ;  the  lessons  she  had  been  taking  from  Herr 
Roscher,  the  celebrated  pianist,  and  how  he  had 
said  it  was  a  shame  that  she,  who  was  half  German, 
could  not  speak  a  Avord  of  that  beautiful,  magnificent 
language.  Tea  also  helped  to  pass  the  time ;  still, 
it  seemed  woefully  long  till  Mrs.  Keene  made  her 
appearance,  though  she  came  sooner  than  she  had 
promised. 

"  Well,  my  dear  young  lady,"  she  exclaimed 
breathlessly,  when  she  had  sat  down  to  rest  after 
her  ascent,  "I  have  been  burning  to  come,  but  I 
didn't  dare  to  till  things  were  pretty  well  over  for 
the  day.  She  has  been  with  me,  and  I  can  tell  you 
[  shook  in  my  shoes  under  those  wicked  black  eyes 
of  hers.  But  she  got  precious  httle  out  of  me,  I 
can  tell  you.      No,  dear,  no  tea  for  me.     Just  begin 
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and  tell  me  everything  ;  we  have  a  good  bit  to  settle 
about,   and    I    mustn't  stay   too   long.     Willy,  dear, 

you  had  better  go  homo,  as " 

"  Me  ?      No,   that   I   won't !  "   interrupted    Willy, 
"  till  I've  heard  everything." 

"  Well,  stay  then  !  Now,  Miss  Myra,  my  dear  ? " 
AVhereupon  Myra  began — starting  from  the  first 
warning  of  Mrs.  D wy er,  and  describing  their  nocturnal 
interview;  her  despair  at  the  sudden  appearance  of 
Lionel,  her  ruse  to  evade  him — at  which  Willy  clapped 
her  hands — and  then  her  horror  on  discovering  that 
he  was  in  hot  pursuit.  "  I  felt  as  if  all  was  over," 
continued  Myra,  pushing  back  her  hair  in  the  eager- 
ness of  narration,  "  but  I  fled  on.  Turning  the  cor- 
ner, I  saw  a  gentleman  standing  on  the  pavement 
speaking  to  the  driver  of  a  hansom,  his  back  was 
to  me.  I  never  hesitated,  there  was  not  another  spot 
I  could  shelter  in.  I  passed  the  gentleman  and 
sprang  into  the  cab.  In  all  my  agony  of  fear  I 
saw  the  wonder  in  his  eyes.  'Oh,  do  let  me  go  a 
little  way  in  your  cab !  I  am  in  such  a  dreadful 
hurry — any  way,  only  for  a  few  minutes,  do,  do,  do  ! ' 
I  suppose  I  looked  wild  and  miserable,  for  he  just 
said, '  Quick  1 '  to  the  driver,  got  in,  and  we  were  off. 
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There  was  a  little  road  on  the  right,  the  driver  turned 
down  it,  and  the  gentleman  looked  at  me  curiously. 
He  was  elderly,  with  grey  hair,  and  a  blunt  sort  of 
nose ;  but  though  he  seemed  amused,  for  his  eyes 
twinkled,  he  looked  good-natured.  '  I  am  going  to 
Kensington,'  he  said  presently,  '  will  that  suit  you  ? ' 

"  '  Oh,  yes  !  anywhere  will  do  ! ' 

"  '  Do  you  want  to  go  much  further  ? ' 

" '  Yes,'  I  said,  '  a  good  deal' 

" '  Shall  I  set  you  down  at  the  station  ? ' 

" '  No,  thank  you  !    I  shall  walk.' 

"  '  You  don't  look  up  to  a  long  walk,  young  lady,' 
said  he  kindly.     I  suppose  I  looked  ghastl}'. 

"'I  must  Avalk,  for  I  have  no  money.'  I  was 
sorry  I  said  so,  it  looked  like  begging.  He  only 
said, '  That's  a  bad  business.  I  am  probably  a  block- 
head to  meddle,  but — you  are  very  young — and  I 
hope  you  are  not  jumping  out  of  some  frying-pan 
of  uncomfortable  constraint  into  the  fire  of  per- 
manent evil.'  There  was  such  a  grave,  warning 
sound  in  his  voice,  that  I  felt  hot  all  over ;  and 
I  could  not  help  saying,  '  I  am  going  to  a  kind, 
good  woman,  who  will  take  care  of  me ! ' 

"'That's  all  right,'  he  returned;  but  it  did  not 
I 
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sound  as  if  he  quite  believed  me.  But  I  was 
frightened  at  having  said  so  much,  and  kept  quiet. 

"  The  next  thing  he  said  was,  '  I  am  going  to 
stop  for  a  few  minutes  in  Kensington,  and  then  I 
go  on  to  Oxford  Circus ;  will  that  be  in  your 
way  ? '  I  exclaimed,  '  Oh,  yes  !  that  will  be  a  great 
help.'  So  we  went  on,  and  stopped  at  a  house  in 
Kensington  Square,  where  he  left  his  card  and  a 
little  packet.  When  he  came  back,  I  asked  him 
what  o'clock  it  was ;  he  told  me  five  minutes  past 
three,  and  so  we  went  on.  Once  he  asked,  looking 
at  my  parcel  with  such  a  droll  twinkle  in  his  eye, 
'  Are  you  going  to  "  try  on  "  anyone  ? '  I  laughed 
and  said  I  wished  I  were  a  good  dressmaker,  it  was 
work  which  paid  very  well.  Then  he  said,  '  I  should 
like  to  know  who  you  are,  for  you  puzzle  me  a  good 
deal.'  So  I  replied,  '  I  am  nobody !  Will  you  be 
so  very  kind  as  not  to  tell  anyone  you  ever  met 
so  very  bold  and  presumptuous  a  girl  as  myself! 
I  do  not  want  to  do  any  harm,  I  only  want  peace 
and  freedom  to  work  for  myself.' 

" '  I  must  say  you  look  all  right,'  he  said.  By 
that  time  we  came  to  the  Circus,  and  the  cab  stopped 
opposite  Peter  Robinson's.     He  handed  me  out  most 
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politely,  saying  very  kindly,  '  I  suppose  I  must  not 
go  further  with  you  ? ' 

"  '  Oh,  no  !  pray  do  not ! '  I  exclaimed,  '  and  do 
forget  all  about  me  ! ' 

" '  That's  not  so  easy  1 '  were  his  last  words  as 
I  hurried  on  to  Gilbert  Street.  Thank  God  !  Willy 
saw  me  as  I  watched  for  a  chance  to  get  in  unseen." 

"Yes,"  interrupted  Wilhelmina.  "I  had  gone 
into  the  front  parlour  to  see  if  it  had  been  pro- 
perly cleaned  after  those  untidy  Australians,  and 
going  to  the  window  I  saw  a  young  lady  with  a 
parcel  pass  at  the  other  side  of  the  street.  I 
thought  she  was  like  Miss  Myra,  and  as  I  stood 
watching  she  turned  and  stopped,  looking  towards 
our  door  ;  then  I  saw  it  vxis  Miss  Myra.  I  ran  to 
the  door,  but  somehow  it  came  to  me  from  the 
way  she  stopped  that  she  did  not  wish  to  be  seen, 
so  I  pointed  to  the  corner,  thinking  she  would  see 
I  meant  to  open  the  side  door  for  her.  So  she 
did,  and  I  don't  believe  a  soul  knows  she  came 
into  our  house." 

"  My  goodness  gracious ! ''  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Keene.  "  I  never  heard  anything  so  wonderful 
and  extraordinary.  I  could  never  have  believed 
I  2 
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missie,  you'd  have  had  such  pkick  and  presence 
of  mind.  Now  the  great  point  is,  what  to  do  next? 
They  must  not  find  you  too  soon ;  of  course 
they  ^u^ll  find  you ;  nobody  can  keep  hidden 
always.  But  if  you  could  keep  out  of  the  way 
till  you  are  twenty-one,  then  you  can  do  as  j^ou 
like  and  live  where  you  please.  I  am  awful  igno- 
rant about  such  things,  so  I'm  not  sure  whether 
Mrs.  Dallas  could  force  you  back  if  you  were  still 
an  infant,  as  they  call  it.  Mightn't  you  ask  Mr. 
Ley  ton  ? " 

"  I  might ;  he  will  not  be  long  away." 

"  How  would  it  do  to  speak  to  Lady  Shir- 
land  ? " 

"  Oh,  no ;  she  thinks  so  much  of  my  aunt,  she 
would  not  listen  to  me,  and  I  should  not  like  to 
speak  against  Mrs.  Dallas  to  her  best  friend. 
Perhaps  I  ought  to  have  had  more  courage  and 
patience;  perhaps  Mrs.  Dwyer  exaggerated.  I  do 
not  know  whether  to  rejoice  because  I  have  es- 
caped, or  to  be  ashamed  of  having  taken  fright." 

"My  dear  young  lady,  I  am  thankful  you  have 
come  to  me.  Now  you  had  better  not  stay  with  us. 
But  I'll  tell  you   what  I  can  do;  I'll  run  down  to 
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my  sisters'  at  Redworth,  and  see  what  I  can 
settle  with  them.  You  must  keep  close  till  I  can 
get  you  away.  At  any  rate,  you  are  safe  here.  I 
am  afraid  even  of  your  being  with  my  sisters, 
though  they  would  make  nuich  of  you ;  but,  you 
see,  that  woman  will  set  on  detectives,  and  they'll 
hunt  up  everything  and  every  person  connected 
with  me,  for  she  must  know  you'd  come  to  me.  If 
we  can  keep  quiet  till  I  can  ask  Mr.  Leyton,  or 
till  Keene  comes  back,  that  we  may  make  no 
mistake ! " 

"  I  will  do  whatever  you  think  best,  dear,  kind 
friend,  and — here,  I  have  saved  this,  thanks  to 
poor  Mrs.  Dwyer."  She  drew  forth  the  ring  she 
had  concealed  so  successfully,  and  handed  it  to 
her  faithful  ally.  "  Will  you  take  that  and  sell  it 
for  me,  and  give  me  a  little  of  the  money?  Keep 
the  rest,  for  I  fear  I  shall  cost  you  a  great  deal." 

"  My  1 "  ejaculated  Wilhelmina,  "  what  a  beauty  ! 
— a  great,  big,  blue  sapphire." 

"  Why,  sapphires  are  always  blue,  you  silly," 
said  her  grandmother.  "  This  is  worth  a  good 
deal,  missie,"  she  continued.  "  I'll  see  to  it,  so 
do    not    disturb    yourself    about    money.       I    have 
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brought  you  a  little — half  a  sovereign  in  gold  and 
the  rest  in  change  ;  you'll  not  Avant  to  spend  any- 
thing here.  To-morrow,  early,  I'll  run  down  to 
my  sisters'  and  be  back  by  the  evening.  Then 
we'll  see  what  to  do." 

"  I  should  like  to  send  a  few  lines  to  Mrs.  Dallas 
to  say  I  am  safe  and  well." 

"  She  don't  deserve  it,  Miss  Myra ;  you  don't 
seem  to  see  all  the  vile  wickedness  she  was  plot- 
ting against  you." 

"  I  do  not  quite  believe  it ;    besides " 

"  It  will  only  serve  to  put  those  devils  on 
your  track." 

"  Well,  then,  I  shall  wait ;  but  I  must  send 
Mrs.  Dwyer  a  line." 

"  That's  another  matter.  We'll  get  the  bar- 
maid below  to  address  it,  or — no,  may-be  I'd 
best  do  it  myself.  I  wish  you'd  let  that  alone 
too,  missie." 

"  Oh,  I  do  not  like  to  leave  her  without  some 
intimation  that  I  am  safe  and  well." 

After  some  discussion,  it  was  decided  that 
Myra  should  write  to  Mrs.  Dwyer,  but  leave  her 
aunt  for  the  present  in  the  dark. 
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This  note  written,  Mrs.  Keene  insisted  on  Wil- 
helmina  returning  home. 

"  We  had  best  not  go  back  together,"  she  said. 
"  What  o'clock  is  it,  Willy  ? " 

"Ten  minutes  to  nine." 

"  Oh,  it's  too  late,  then.  I  had  a  mind  to  run 
down  to  my  sisters'  straight  away  this  very  even- 
ing, for  I  may  have  a  detective  after  me  to- 
morrow ;  so  I  will  be  off  at  cock-crow  to-morrow 
morning.     Come,  you  get  off,  Willy." 

"  Don't  be  late,  grannie,"  returned  that  young 
lady,  preparing  reluctantly  to  depart.  "I  may 
come  and  see  Miss  Myra  to-morrow,  mayn't  I  ? " 

"  I'm  not  sure,  my  dear ;  we'll  see  what  turns 
up.  Miss  Myra  is  too  brave  to  mind  being  left 
alone  when  it's  for  her  own  good." 

"  No,  of  course  not,  but  I  should  like  a  book, 
or  something  to  do." 

"  Yes,  sure  ;  we  have  a  good  lot  at  home.  They 
are  a  bit  battered ;  people  leave  them  behind  when 
they  have  done  with  them.  Willy  will  manage  to 
bring  or  send  them.  If  she  doesn't  come  you  may 
be  sure  it  ain't  safe." 

Wilhelmina     departed,    having     taken     a     very 
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effusive  farewell  of  Myra,  and  Mrs.  Keene  re- 
mained to  speak  a  few  comforting  words  to  the 
desolate  girl,  who,  worn  out  with  the  terror  and 
excitement  she  had  undergone,  shrank  from  being 
left  alone  in  this  strange  place. 

"  There's  nothing  can  happen  to  you,  dearie," 
urged  Mrs.  Keene.  "  Dobbs  is  a  good,  honest  soul 
as  ever  lived,  there's  a  lock  to  your  door,  and 
you're  as  safe  as  you  can  be.  You  will  hear  from 
or  see  one  of  us  to-morrow.  God  bless  you,  my 
dear !  It's  a  bad  bit  of  the  road  for  you,  but  it 
won't  last  long.  I  wish  you  could  remember  Mr. 
Leyton's  address.  Mightn't  you  write  to  him  to 
his  place  in  town  ? " 

"I  might — but — but — I  hardly  like  to  trouble 
him." 

"My  dear,  all  he  wants  is  to  help  you.  I  dare- 
say your  father  was  a  good  friend  to  him,  as  your 
dear  mother  was  to  me.  Well — well,  if  you  have 
nothing  else  to  leave  your  children,  it's  something 
to  bequeath  them  your  claims  to  gratitude.  Try 
to  sleep,  and  try  to  eat;  for  if  we  don't  keep  the 
body  in  working  order  the  mind  is  no  good." 

Left   alone,   Myra  lost  no   time    in    retiring    to 


PLOT  AXD  COUXTER.PLOT.  1(^9 

rest.  Fatigue  had  done  its  work;  and,  contrary 
to  her  expectations,  she  slept  profoundly. 

Mrs.  Keene  got  home  as  fast  as  she  could.  She 
found  Wilhelmina  waiting  for  her  with  a  troubled 
face. 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  think,"  she  said,  "  and 
I  don't  know  what  you'll  think,  grannie ;  but  I 
had  hardly  got  my  hat  off  when  I  came  back 
before  a  gentleman  drove  up  with  a  hat-box  and 
a  portmanteau,  and  asked  if  we  could  take  him  in. 
They  brought  him  to  me.  I  said  you  were  in  bed 
with  a  bad  headache,  and  that  we  never  took  in 
anyone  without  an  introduction.  He  said  he  had 
met  grandfather  at  Biarritz  about  a  week  ago — you 
know  he  ivas  going  there — that  Lord  Hargrave  was 
coming  back  in  about  a  month,  and  that  he  had 
promised  grandfather  to  come  straight  here.  He 
has  been  a  courier  himself,  but  he  left  off,  and  has 
come  to  London  on  a  little  business ;  so  I  let  him 
have  the  front  parlour  and  the  little  bedroom  on 
the  first  landing." 

"I  don't  like  the  look  of  it,"  said  Mrs.  Keene, 
sitting  down  suddenly.     "  What  is  he  like  ?  " 

"  Oh,   a   quiet,    simple,   broad-faced    man,   clean- 
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shaved,    and     very    well   dressed.       He    made     no 
trouble  at  all  about  money." 

"  I  daresay  not.  I  wish  you  hadn't  had  a  spot 
to  put  him  in." 

"But,  grannie,  I  was  afraid  of  turning  away  a 
friend  of  gran'dad's.  He  looks  quite  nice — a  little 
like  a  German." 

"  He's  none  the  better  for  that — any  way,  we'll 
see.  I  am  just  dead  beat,  Willie;  and  I  wanted 
to  be  off  by  the  seven  train  to-morrow.  But  I 
think  I'll  wait  a  bit  later,  and  have  a  look  at  our 
new  guest  It's  as  well  not  to  leave  you  alone 
with  him.  Now  come"^  to  bed ;  I  expect  I'll  do  a 
lot  of  thinking  there." 

•3f  ^  *  *  ^ 

It  was  with  a  maddening  sense  of  defeat  that 
Mrs.  Dallas  re-entered  her  cab  after  her  abortive 
interview  with  the  proprietor  of  Keene's  Hotel. 
Her  belief  that  Myra  had  taken  refuge  there  was 
not  for  a  moment  shaken ;  but  to  prove  it  wa»s  the 
difficulty. 

"  Short  as  the  time  was,  she  has  got  her  off,  I 
fancy.  I  cannot  fathom  this  extraordinary  stejD 
of  Myra's.      I   could  not   have   believed   she   would 
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have  done  anything  so  decided  ;  yet  I  don't  think 
it  is  possible  she  could  have  communicated  with 
anyone.  She  has  always  seemed  transparent — she 
is  transparent  !  What  an  outrageous  insult  it 
seems  that  she  should  be  able  to  snap  her  fingers 
at  us,"  thought  Mrs.  Dallas  bitterly,  as  she 
rumbled  south-westward  to  report  progress  to  her 
son,  Avhom  she  left  in  a  state  bordering  on  tem- 
porary insanity. 

"  Who  can  have  helped  her  ?  I  have  a  vague 
idea  that  Mrs.  Dwyer  had  a  kind  of  sympathy 
with  Myra;  but  she  is  a  grasping  woman,  and,  un- 
less she  thought  she  could  make  something  by  it 
she  would  not  have  moved  in  the  matter.  I  must 
get  Lionel  to  ascertain  where  Keene  is.  He  will 
find  out  at   Lord  Hargrave's  house." 

Lionel  was  watching  for  her  at  the  dining-room 
window,  and  ran  out  to  meet  her.  As  soon  as 
they  had  closed  the  door  he  exclaimed — 

"What  news?" 

"  None.  We  were  not  quick  enough.  Mrs. 
Keene's  manner  was  so  unhesitating,  so  decided, 
that  I  believe  she  was  not  in  the  house.  But  she 
must  have  gone   there.     I  know  of  no   other  place 
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where  she  could  possibly  go,  unless  there  is  a  lover 
in  the  case. 

"  Which  I  am  inclined  to  think  there  is,"  cried 
Lionel.  "  Some  infernal  cold-blooded  Englishman 
— nothing  else  can  account  for  her  indifference  to 
me — and  Ley  ton  is  the  man.  I  wish — I  wish  I 
had  my  fingers  on  his  throat ! "  and  he  walked  up 
and  down  the  room  in  an  agony  of  anger  and 
naortification. 

"  I  am  sure  you  are  mistaken.  Leyton  is  not 
the  sort  of  man  to  care  for  a  mere  unformed  girl 
like " 

"  You  know  nothing  about  it,"  interrupted 
Lionel  rudely.  "No  woman  understands  the  at- 
traction of  another.  I  would  give  my  soul  for 
Myra — if  I  have  one.  Get  her  for  me,  or  I'll 
look  on  you  as  an  enemy — a  detested  enemy  ! " 

"My  dear,  dear  Lionel,  you  must  have  lost 
your  senses.  You  know  I  would  risk  everything 
to  gratify  you,"  cried  Mrs.  Dallas.  "  Listen  to  me  ; 
for  you  can  do  nothing  without  me.  Eemember 
that  if  we  do  not  trace  her  soon  she  will  be  lost  to 
us ;  for  I  am  very  uncertain  what  power  I  may 
possess   to  reclaim  her.     The  influence   of  my  pre- 
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sence,  if  I  can  pounce  upon  her  quickly,  may 
compel  her  to  return.  Meantime,  our  best  plan  is 
to  create  an  impression  that  she  is  of  unsound 
mind ;  then,  if  the  question  arises  of  her  sanity, 
and  I  am  willing  to  undertake  the  maintenance 
of  a  pauper  lunatic,  I  do  not  doubt  I  should 
acquhe  a  legal  right  to  her  guardianship.  With 
this  object  I  shall  give  the  utmost  publicity  to  her 
flight.       I    shall    cross-examine    Mrs.     D^vyer,    and 

apply  to  Lady  Shirland  for  advice,  and Shall 

I  play  a  bold  game,  and  ask  information  from 
Leyton  ? " 

"  No  !  a  thousand  devils,  no ! "  said  Lionel  paus- 
ing in  his  march  to  and  fro.  "  He  used  to  be  in 
Munich,  God  knows  what  he  may  have  learned.  It 
is  this  delay  that  endangers  everything;  curse  her 
stupid  obstinacy !  I  could  curse  her,  ay !  and  tor- 
ture her  between  the  kisses  I  long  to  press  upon 
that  sweet  mouth  of  hers ! " 

"  Do  not  lose  your  self-control,  Lionel,  and  never, 
never  let  anyone  but  myself  hear  you  speak  in 
this  way.  Can  you  not  see  that  the  only  chance 
of  success  in  any  scheme  is  to  hold  the  reins  of 
your   impulses    so   that   none   shall   ever  know   the 


174  THE  SNARE   OF  THE  FOWLER. 

truth  about  your  wislies,  your  intentions.  Be 
guided  by  me.  Obey  me,  both  in  the  spirit 
and  in  the  letter,  and  I  swear  you  shall  have 
this  sweet,  blue-eyed  fool  to  kiss  or  crush  as  you 
like!" 

Lionel  stood  for  a  moment  in  thought.  Then 
he  passed  his  hand  over  his  face,  and  said  with  sud- 
den calmness — 

"  I  put  myself  into  your  hands,  and  if  you 
succeed " 

"  You    will    love    your    mother,    Lionel  ?      You 

will    return    her    something   of   the    devotion " 

She  tried  to  put  her  arms  round  him  as  she 
s]3oke. 

"  Oh,  yes  !  of  course,"  he  interrupted  impatiently, 
giving  her  a  rapid  kiss  on  the  brow ;  "  but  don't 
let  us  waste  time  in  sentimentalising.  What  do 
you  propose  to  do  ? " 

Mrs.  Dallas  drew  back  and  sighed. 

"First  I  shall  interview  Mrs.  Dwyer.  Then  you 
must  go  to  Lord  Hargrave's  house — there's  the  ad- 
dress, it  is  quite  near — ascertain  where  they  are, 
where  they  are  going,  when  they  are  expected  home. 
Take  pencil   and   note-book,   write   all   down,   make 
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no  mistake;  be  sure  to  find  out  if  Keene  is  with 
them.  Then  go  to  Dempsey's  Private  Inquiry  Office, 
and  ask  for  one  of  their  best  men  to  meet  me 
here  as  soon  as  possible.  He  must  come  prepared 
for  immediate  service.  I  shall  go  to  Lady  Shirland. 
Above  all,  be  calm  !  " 

She  rang,  and  both  kept  profound  silence  till 
Mrs.  Dwyer  presented  herself. 

"  Pray,  sit  down,  Mrs.  Dwyer,  I  want  to  speak 
to  you,"  began  Mrs.  Dallas  in  a  most  friendly 
tone.  "  We  are  terribly  puzzled  about  my  niece. 
Did  she  say  anything  to  you  about  staying  out 
this  eveniag  ?  going  to  Lady  Shirland's,  or  to  Mrs. 
Keene  ? " 

"  Is  it  to  me,  ma'am  ?  Not  a  syllable.  What's 
gone  with  her,  ma'am  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  cannot  make  out  exactly.  Did  you  see 
her  go  out  ?  " 

"No,  'm.  I  did  hear  her  ask  Mr.  Ashby  to  go 
with  her  to  some  shop.  Then  I  heard  the  door 
bang,  a  bit  after,  and  thought  they  had  gone  to- 
gether;   that's  all  I  know." 

"She  has  not  returned,  and  I  feel  a  little  un- 
easy." 
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Law,  ma'am  !  may-be  she  has  only  gone  to  see 
Mrs.  Keene,  and  will  be  back  preselitly ! " 

"  Unfortunately,  I  have  lost  that  hope ;  I  have 
been  to  Mrs.  Keene's,  and  she  has  not  been  there. 
It  is  a  little  alarming ;  for  it  is  such  a  cause- 
less disappearance,  when  we  were  on  such  friendly 
terms,  so  confidential,  that  knowing  her  poor 
father  was  slightly  insane  at  one  time,  I  feel 
very  anxious.  Pray,  Mrs.  Dwyer,  have  you  seen 
any  symptoms  of  unsoundness  in  the  poor,  dear 
girl  ? " 

"  Well,  'm,"  slowly,  "  I  am  not  sure  that  I 
have.  She  was  a  little  queer  about  a  ring  she 
had ;  she  had  a  fancy  that  someone  wanted  to  steal 
it." 

"  How  strange ! "  cried  Mrs.  Dallas  with  a  quick 
glance  at  her  son ;  "  surely  she  did  not  suspect 
that  nice,  respectable  Jane  ? " 

"  Oh,  dear,  no,  'm  ! "  drily. 

"  Pray,  when  did  she  speak  of  this  to  you  ?  " 

"  Oh !  one  morning  I  went  in  to  wind  the  dining 
room  clock,  'm." 

"  That  did  not  look  like  sanity  ?  " 

"  Wei],  no,  'm.     It  luas  a  little  queer." 


TLOT  AND  COUXTER-PLOT.  177 

"  I  shall  go  to  Lady  Shirland's  before  I  take  off 
my  bonnet,"  resumed  Mrs.  Dallas,  "  and  if  she  is  not 
there,  nor  at  the  school,  why,  I  must  advertise.  It 
is  a  most  painful  business." 

"  I  wouldn't  be  in  too  great  a  hurry,  'm,  she 
may  be  in  in  an  hour  or  two ;  it's  not  half-past 
seven  yet ! " 

"  I  shall  look  if  she  has  taken  any  clothes  with 
her.  If  not,  she  had,  no  doubt,  the  intention  of  re- 
turning." 

"  That's  true !  Are  you  sure  you  know  what 
things  she  had  ? " 

"  Very  nearly,  seeing  they  are  almost  all  my 
gifts!" 

"See  that,  now!  I'm  sure  you  were  a  real 
mother  to  her,  'm," 

"  You  think  so,  Mrs.  Dwyer  ? " 

"  Oh,  yes,  that  I  do,  ma'am  1 " 

"  I  will  not  detain  you  any  longer,  Mrs.  Dwyer ! 
Come,  Lionel,  my  dear,  give  me  your  arm  to  Lady 
Shirland's,  I  really  feel  hardly  able  to  stand  ! " 

"I  will  get  you  a  cab,  mother!  You  are  quite 
unfit  to  walk  ! " 

Once  in  the  street,  they  parted  company,  Lionel 
7n 
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going  on  his  errand,  and  Mrs.  Dallas  proceeding  to 
Caterham  Gardens,  where  she  was  informed  that 
her  ladyship  was  at  dinner,  as  she  was  going  to 
the  theatre. 

"  I  will  wait  till  she  has  finished,  if  she  is  alone 
with  Miss  Browne." 

"  Her  ladyship  has  no  company,  ma'am,  and 
dinner  is  nearly  over." 

Mrs.  Dallas  had  not  waited  more  than  a  few 
minutes  in  the  morning-room,  when  both  Lady 
Shirland  and  Miss  Browne  appeared. 

"  What  in  the  world  is  the  matter,  my  dear 
Mrs.  Dallas  ?  "  cried  the  former. 

"  You  look  awfully  upset,"  said  Miss  Browne. 

"I  0.771,  dear.  I  have  come  to  ask  what  I  now 
fear  is  a  useless  question.  Have  you  seen  or  heard 
anything  of  Myra  to-day  ? " 

"  Of  Myra  ?  No.  Why,  what  has  happened  ?  " 
cried  Lady  Shirland  and  Dorothea  together. 

"  Oh ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dallas,  pressing  her 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  "  I  do  not  know  what  has 
become  of  her.  On  my  return  from  the  city  this 
afternoon  I  found  my  poor,  dear  boy  in  a  state  of 
distraction." 
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She  proceeded  to  give  the  details  of  Myra's 
flight. 

"It  seems  incredible  that  she  should  be  so  pain- 
fully foolish,"  exclaimed  Lady  Shirland  at  the  end 
of  the  narrative,  "  as  to  risk  forfeiting  all  the  advan- 
tages a  residence  with  you  secures.  Depend  upon 
it,  it  is  some  freak.  You  will  find  her  at  home 
when  you  return." 

"  Alas  !  I  fear  not,"  said  Mrs.  Dallas  in  a  voice 
broken  by  emotion.  "  I  have  looked  in  her 
wardrobe,  and  she  has  evidently  taken  clothes,  etc., 
with  her." 

"  Good  heavens ! "  exclaimed  Dorothea,  clasp- 
ing her  hands,  "  whom  can  she  have  eloped 
with  ? " 

"  Pray,  why  do  you  suppose  she  must  have 
eloped  with  anyone,  Dorothea  ? "  asked  Lady  Shir- 
land sharply. 

"  Well,  is  it  not  the  most  likely  thing, 
mamma  ?  " 

"  No  doubt,"   said  Mrs.  Dallas,   drying  her   tear- 
less eyes  and  recovering  herself;  "but  I  agree  with 
dear  Lady  Shirland — I  do  not  think  she  has  eloped 
with  anyone." 
m  2 
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"  Have  you  gone  to  Mr.  Leyton's  lodgings  ?  " 
said  Dorothea. 

"Why,  he  is  away — he  is  in  Paris,"  cried  Lady 
Shirland. 

"He  was,"  returned  Dorothea  emphatically; 
"  but  he  may  have  returned.  Indeed,  it  may  be 
useless  to  inquire  at  his  usual  abode." 

"  Why,  Dorothea,  you  are  making  Jack  Leyton 
out  a  villain,"  said  Lady  Shirland  indignantly. 

"  I  don't  wish  to  do  so ;  but  if  Myra  has  run 
away  from  her  happy  home  without  a  companion, 
why,  she  must  be  mad." 

"That  is  just  it,  dear  Dorothea,"  said  Mrs. 
Dallas  despondently.  "I  am  much  more  inclined 
to  believe  that  some  sudden  failure  of  reason, 
rather  than  flight  with  a  lover,  actuated  poor 
Myra.  A  gentler,  more  delicate,  modest  creature 
never  existed.  She  had  become  quite  a  daughter 
to  me."     (Handkerchief  again.) 

"  It  is  deplorable  and  inexplicable,"  observed 
Lady  Shirland.  "In  any  case,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Dallas,    I    should    let    Mr.    Leyto%  know.      He    is 

greatly    interested  in    the    unhappy    girl,    and 

You'll   excuse    us   if   we  leave  you.      We    have    to 
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pick  up  Lady  Georgina  Leslie  on  the  way ; 
so " 

"  Oh,  certainly — of  course.  Can  you  give  me 
Mr.  Leyton's  address — his  Paris  address  ? " 

"  No  ;  but  write  to  his  lodgings — they  will  for- 
ward the  letter." 

"  I  certainly  will,  Lady  Shirland ;  and  don't  let 
me  detain  you." 

"  The  carriage  is  at  the  door.  Let  them  take 
you  home  while  we  are  putting  on  our  cloaks. 
Do  let  me  have  a  line  to  say  if  you  have  had 
any  news ;  and  advertise,  my  dear  Mrs.  Dallas. 
Lose  no  time.  Thomas,  tell  the  coachman  to  set 
Mrs.  Dallas  down  and  return  for  us." 

Cordial  good-nights  were  exchanged. 

"  Well,  'm,  any  news  of  the  poor  dear  young 
lady  ? "  asked  Mrs.  Dwyer  anxiously. 

She  had  come  to  the  door  herself  when  Mrs. 
Dallas  rang. 

"  None,  I  am  sorry  to  say,"  dejectedly.  "  Hasn't 
my  son  come  in  yet  ?  " 

"  No,  'm ;  no  one  has  come.  There  are  some 
letters  for  you  in  the  dining-room." 

They    were    ordinary   notes    and    circulars ;    so 
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Mrs.  Dallas  asked  for  tea,  and  waited  as  patiently 
as  she  could  for  more  than  an  hour.  Then  a 
cab  stopped,  there  was  a  ring,  and  Lionel  entered 
with  an  eager,  almost  hopeful  look. 

"  I  have  got  all  the  information  you  wanted, 
mother,  and  the  best  man  they  have  at  Dempsey's. 
He  is  outside.     Shall  I  bring  him  in  ? " 

"By  all  means.     We'll  do  something  now. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

A     BREATHING     SPACE. 

Thoroughly  worn  out  by  the  fatigue  and  excite- 
ment of  tlie  day,  Myra  slept  soundly  and  woke 
refreshed.  It  was  some  minutes  before  she  could 
shake  off  the  puzzled,  dazed  sensation  of  waking  in 
a  totally  strange  place,  and  recall  the  circumstances 
which  led  here  there.  The  more  she  thought,  the 
more  troubled  she  was  concerning  her  OAvn  conduct. 
Had  she  been  too  precipitate  ?  Had  she  given  too 
ready  credence  to  Mrs.  Dwyer  ?  Perhaps  so.  But 
while  she  spoke  it  had  seemed  to  Myra  that  all  she 
said,  all  she  suggested,  was  absolute  truth.  Perhaps 
she  ought  to  have  openly  declared  her  intention 
of  leaving  to  Mrs.  Dallas.  But  could  she  have 
carried  out  that  intention  ?  She  did  not  know 
what  powers  her  aunt  might  possess.  At  all  events, 
Mrs.  Dwyer's  communication  put  her  into  a  wild 
state  of  terror,  and  rendered  her  quite  incapable  of 
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reasoning.  Even  now,  when  she  was  comparatively 
safe  and  calm,  she  shuddered  at  the  idea  of  being 
alone  with  Mrs.  Dallas  and  her  son,  away  from  the 
very  few  in  whom  she  trusted.  Yes ;  she  had  done 
well  in  escaping.  When  would  Mrs.  Keene  come  to 
talk  with  and  comfort  her  ? 

An  elderly,  good-natured  looking  chambermaid 
brought  her  breakfast,  and  with  it  a  little  note 
addressed  to  "  Miss  Smith." 

It  was  from  Wilhelmina,  and  was  very  brief: 
"  My  mother  desires  me  to  say  that  she  cannot  come 
to  see  you  till  the  afternoon ;  then  one  or  other  of 
us  will  be  sure  to  come." 

It  was  a  long  and  miserable  morning,  partly 
spent  in  reading  the  Times  diligently,  partly  in 
musing  over  the  difficulties  before  her.  What  should 
she  do  to  earn  her  living  ?  Would  Mrs.  Fairchild  take 
her  back  ?  No  !  she  greatly  feared  she  would  not. 
When  should  she  have  a  chance  of  taking  counsel 
with  Jack  Ley  ton  ?  He  could  solve  all  her  doubts, 
and  advise  her  how  to  act.  The  weary  hours  dragged 
through.  She  made  a  pretence  of  eating  some  dinner, 
and  had  noticed  that  the  clock  over  a  shop  opposite 
had  just  struck  half-past  two,  when  someone  tapped 
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at  the  door.  Myra  went  to  it  and  hesitated,  when 
a  voice  said  through  the  keyhole,  "  It's  me,  Miss 
Myra,"  and  Myra  gladly  opened  to  admit  Wilhelmina, 
who,  rather  to  her  dismay,  was  followed  by  a  tall, 
thin,  hard-featured  woman,  with  dark  hair  and  eyes, 
high  cheek-bones,  a  good  deal  of  colour,  and  a  gene- 
rally weather-beaten  complexion.  She  was  well,  even 
handsomely  dressed  in  thick  brown  silk,  a  brown 
straw  bonnet  profusely  decorated  with  yellow  daisies, 
and  a  large  black  lace  shawl." 

"Don't  be  frightened,  Miss  Myra,"  exclaimed 
Wilhelmina.  "  This  is  grannie's  sister,  Miss  Foley. 
I  call  her  auntie  !  Grannie  couldn't  come  herself 
I'll  tell  you  all  about  it."  She  dragged  in  a  small 
valise  and  shut  the  door  as  she  spoke,  turning  the 
key. 

"  I  am  very  pleased  to  see  any  relations  of  dear 
Mrs.  Keene ! "  said  Myra  warmly. 

"Thank  you,  miss.  I  have  come  here  just  on 
purpose  to  help  you.  Mrs.  Keene  has  told  me  all 
about  everything,  and  often  and  often  have  I  heard 
her  talk  of  your  good  mamma  !  You'll  please  come 
away  with  me  to  my  place  for  a  bit.  Though  it 
is  but  a  shop,  you  shall  be  safe  and  comfortable  till 
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such   time   as   things   come  right.      Here's   a   letter 
from  my  sister,  who  tells  you  all  about  it." 
Myra  took  and  read  the  following  letter: — 

"  I  can't  come  and  see  you,  missee,  my  dear,  a  horrid 
man  has  taken  the  front  parlour,  and  I'^i  not  sure  but  he 
may  be  spying  on  me,  so  I  won't  venture  out.  I  telegraphed 
for  my  sister,  and  told  her  your  whole  story,  so  she  is  ready 
to  take  care  of  you  for  some  weeks.  You  go  with  her,  my 
dear,  for  she  is  a  good,  faithful  woman,  and  so's  my  younger 
sister,  Letitia.  You  will  be  happy  with  them,  and  when  I 
think  it  is  safe  I  will  come  and  see  you.  Willy  will  tell 
you  all  the  rest.  I  have  given  my  sister  a  little  bit  of 
money  for  you — five  pounds — on  account  of  the  ring.  You 
make  it  go  as  far  as  you  can.  Go  i  bless  you  !  my  dear  young 
lady.     Your  ever  attached  and  respectful — C.  Keene." 

"  How  good  of  you  to  take  this  trouble  for  me  ! " 
cried  Myra  with  moist  eyes ;  "  I  am  so  ashamed  of 
causing  it  all !  " 

"  Oh,  never  mind  that,  miss,  if  only  we  can  make 
things  right;  and  they  will  come  right,  I  have  no 
doubt,"  said  Miss  Foley. 

"  And  oh,  Miss  Myra ! "  cried  Wilhelmina  tri- 
umphantly, "  we  have  had  a  time  of  it !  Last  night, 
quite  late,  just  before  grannie  came  home,  a  man 
drove  up  with  luggage,  and  took  a  room,  saying  he 


A  BREATHING  SPACE.  187 

knew  father,  and  had  promised  him  to  come  to  our 
hotel.  I  didn't  hke  to  turn  him  away,  but  grannie, 
she  was  ahnost  angry  with  me  for  letting  him  in. 
I  don't  think  there's  any  harm  in  the  man ;  he 
writes  a  good  bit  in  the  window,  and  is  in  and  out 
and  up  and  down  the  passage.  So  gran'  would 
not  go  down  to  see  auntie,  but  telegraphed  for  her 
to  come  up.  I  took  the  telegram  my  OAvn  self  at 
eight  this  morning,  and  auntie  was  with  us  at  twelve. 
Then  grannie  went  in  as  sweet  and  civil  as  ever 
could  be,  and  asked  Mr.  Merrydew  (which  is  his 
name,  he  says)  in  to  dinner,  and  just  mentions  auntie 
as  an  old  customer.  We  had  a  real  good  dinner — 
ducks  and  peas,  and  a  sole  an  iilat — and  didn't  Mr. 
AVhat's-his-name  enjoy  it ;  but  just  as  the  pudding 
was  coming  in — stewed  rhubarb  with  Devonshu-e 
cream — auntie  jumped  up  and  said  she  had  no  end 
of  shopping  to  do,  and  to  catch  the  down  train  at 
five  o'clock. 

" '  Where  to,  ma'am  ? '  says  our  visitor,  who  was 
looking  quite  lazy,  he  had  eaten  such  a  good  din- 
ner. Something  put  it  into  my  mouth  to  say 
'  Hastings.'  I  didn't  think  a  bit,  it  just  came  !  Then 
says  aunt,  '  Come,  get  ready,  my  dear,  you  know  you 
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promised  to  help  me.'  I  had  my  hat  and  gloves 
at  hand,  so  we  were  ready  in  a  jifFy,  popped  into 
a  cab,  stopped  it  before  we  got  to  the  Langham, 
hailed  a  'bus,  and  here  we  are!  I  don't  think  Mr. 
Thing-a-me-bob  has  got  over  his  dinner  yet ! " 

"  You  are  a  wonderful  girl,  Wilhelmina ! "  ex- 
claimed Myra  laughing. 

"  She  ain't  dull,"  said  Miss  Foley  complacently. 

"  Now,  if  you'll  only  not  be  offended.  Miss  Myra," 
resumed  Wilhelmina,  "  I  have  brought  my  plaid 
dress  and  cape.  I  have  worked  all  the  morning  to 
let  it  down,  and  it  must  be  nearly  long  enough  for 
you  !  Also  my  grey  straw  hat  with  the  green  feather. 
You  see  those  horrid  people  will  be  looking  for  a 
young  lady  in  black,  and  they'll  never  think  it  is 
you  in  colours,  and  grannie  has  put  a  few  things 
in  that  may  be  useful ;  she  hopes  you'll  excuse  us  !  " 

"  Excuse  you ! "  cried  Myra,  holding  out  her 
hand  for  Willy's.  "  I  can  never  thank  you  enough 
for  your  thoughtful  kindness." 

"  Now,  Miss  Dallas — I  mean  Miss  Smith,  for 
we  had  better  keep  up  the  make-believe — I  have 
a  little  bit  of  shopping  and  business  to  do  as  I 
am  in  town,  so  I'll  leave  you   and   Willy  here   to- 
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gether.      I'll    come    back   by   five ;  we   will   have   a 
cup  of  tea,  and  take  the  6.10  to  Red  worth." 

A  little  more  talk  respecting  their  arrange- 
ments, and  Myra's  new  friend  set  forth  on  her 
shopping.  A  delightful  hour — to  Wilhelmina,  at 
least — ensued,  spent  in  arraying  Myra  in  the 
former's  dress,  hat,  etc.  This  \^^rought  such  a  com- 
plete change  that  Willy  clapped  her  hands  and 
screamed  with  triumph  at  the  metamorphosis. 

"  If  you  only  keep  your  veil  down  not  a  crea- 
ture would  know  you,"  she  exclaimed.  "  Now 
we'll  pack  your  things,  and  have  everything  ready 
by  the  time  Miss  Foley  comes  back.  There  is 
another  sister,  a  good  bit  younger,  but  she  does 
not  look  it.  She  is  so  funny.  This  one  is  head 
man.  Miss  Letitia  is  like  a  child ;  she  reads  novels 
from  morning  till  night,  and  I  think  she  is  writing 
a  book  herself;  but  she  is  that  good-natured. 
Won't  she  be  delighted  to  have  you  hiding  there  ? 
It's  a  very  nice  house,  and  such  lots  and  lots  of 
books  and  papers,  and  people  are  always  changing  books 
(they  have  a  circulating  library),  or  buying  books 
or  paper,  or — no  end  of  things ;  market  day  the 
place   is    quite  crowded,"  etc.  etc — and  Wilhelmina 
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rattled  on  while  Myra  thought  earnestly  of  the  ad- 
visability of  writing  to  her  aunt. 

"Yes,"  she   exclaimed    suddenly,  "I  will  do  it." 

"  What  ? "  exclaimed  Wilhelmina. 

"  I  must  send  a  few  lines  to  Mrs.  Dallas  ;  if  she 
ever  cared  even  a  little  bit  for  me,  she  will  be 
terribly  anxious ;  but  I  will  leave  the  letter  open 
for  your  mother  to  read,  and  if  she  does  not  for- 
bid it,  will  you  post  it  for  me  ? " 

*'A11  right;  but.  Miss  Myra,  I'll  do  better  than 
post  it.  I  will  go  down  in  the  dusk  and  slip  it 
into  the  letter-box,  so  there  needn't  be  any  post- 
mark to  put  that  woman  on  your  track.  She  will 
think  you  are  staying  in  town." 

Myra  therefore  wrote  a  few  lines  assuring  Mrs. 
Dallas  that  she  was  safe  and  well,  that  she  was 
grateful  to  her  for  all  her  kindness,  but  that  in 
future  she  wished  to  earn  her  own  bread. 

These  occupations  filled  the  time  till  Miss 
Foley  returned,  later  than  she  had  promised,  so 
Myra  was  carried  away  with  something  of  hurry, 
that  completed  her  nervous  trepidation  at  finding 
herself  in  the  streets  under  such  circumstances 
and    in    such    strange   guise,   as    it    seemed   to   her 
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when  she  caught  a  gUrnpse  of  herself  in  the 
glass. 

It  Avas,  indeed,  a  terrible  transformation,  those 
flashy  garments  of  Wilhelmina's.  "I  suppose  I 
may  change  them  when  I  am  away  from  London," 
was  her  comforting  reflection  as  she  bade  the 
owner  an  affectionate  good-bye  before  leaving  the 
hotel,  it  being  considered  imprudent  that  she  should 
accompany  the  travellers  to  the  station. 

Myra  felt,  indeed,  alone  and  afloat  when  she 
found  herself  steaming  north-west  w^ith  a  stranger 
into  the  unkno^\Ti. 

Fortunately  Miss  Foley  had  a  strong,  kindly, 
cheerful  face,  with  an  expression  which  reminded 
the  young  refugee  of  her  dear,  good  friend,  Mrs. 
Keene.  Myra  liked  her  looks,  and  gazed  at  her 
steadily  while  she  read  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  and 
finally  grew  calm  enough  to  peruse  the  Lady's 
Pictorial  with  which  her  new  protectress  pro- 
vided her.  The  carriage  was  nearly  full,  so  our 
travellers  kept  silence,  but  Myra  was  interested  in 
watching  the  rich  woodland  country  through  which 
they  were  flying. 

Redworth  was  a  quaint  old  town,  once  renowned 
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for  its  society,  when,  in  the  old  coaching  times,  it 
was  a  long  day's  journey  from  the  metropolis.  It 
was  still  a  good  hunting  centre,  and  the  existence 
of  a  large,  well-known  boys'  school  secured  it  from 
desertion  and  stagnation. 

Its  gabled,  red-roofed  houses,  the  beautiful  ruins 
of  an  ancient  abbey,  and  a  pretty  race-course,  on 
which  some  of  the  older  houses  almost  abutted, 
were  sources  of  justifiable  pride  to  its  citizens.  It 
was  surrounded  by  a  number  of  gentlemen's  seats 
— not  great  palatial  abodes,  but  comparatively 
small  and  within  the  reach  of  the  smaller  gentili- 
ties who  dwelt  in  and  just  outside  the  town,  at- 
tracted by  moderate  rents  and  educational  advan- 
tages. It  was  in  many  ways  a  desirable  residence, 
and  held  its  own  against  the  centralising  tendencies 
of  modern  days. 

It  was  eight  o'clock  before  Miss  Foley  and  her 
charge  reached  their  destination.  The  station  was 
outside  the  town  at  some  little  distance,  and  Miss 
Foley  at  once  secured  a  fly  from  among  the 
vehicles  which  usually  awaited  the  arrival  of  the 
fast  evening  train  from  London. 

"It's   as  well    not   to   be  shut    in    face   to   face 
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with  a  lot  of  people  in  a  'bus,"  said  Miss  Foley. 
"Now,  my  dear  Miss  Dallas — I  mean  Miss  Smith 
— you'll  find  us  very  homely — -just  business  people 
— but  we'll  do  our  very  best  for  you  and  make 
you  as  comfortable  as  we  can.  Don't  you  be  sur- 
prised at  any  Httle  story  I  may  tell  about  you  to 
my  sister  when  we  first  go  in.  I  hadn't  time  to 
let  her  know  you  were  coming,  so  I  must  account 
for  you  in  some  way." 

"  Very  well"  said  Myra  submissively. 

Then  Miss  Foley  exclaimed  at  intervals — 

"There — look  to  your  right.  That's  our  beau- 
tiful ruin — the  old  abbey.  There's  quite  a  nice 
view  of  it  from  our  back  windows.  That's  St. 
Olave's  Church.  The  rector  gives  us  splendid  ser- 
mons on  Sunday  evenings  in  summer.  They  say 
it  is  over  five  hundred  years  old.  There — that's 
the  cross — the  town  cross.  Some  say  it's  an 
Eleanor  Cross — more  say  it   ain't,"  etc.  etc. 

"  It  is  a  delightful,  picturesque  place,"  said  Myra 
with  hearty  admiration. 

Soon  the  fly  stopped  before  a  wide-fronted,  low- 
windowed  shop,  about  midway  up  the  High  Street, 
where  prints,  books,  toy  easels,  ink-bottles,  re- 
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quisites  for  the  writing-table,  and  such-like  wares  of 
a  higher-class  bookseller's  and  stationer's  shop,  were 
set  forth. 

A  small  door  admitted  to  the  private  part  of 
the  house,  which  was  quickly  opened  by  a  solemn 
elderly  servant,  in  a  large  old-fashioned  cap  and 
apron,  both  beautifully  white. 

"  You're  late,  ma'am,"  she  said,  looking  with 
some  surprise  at  Myra.  "  Miss  Letitia  was  grow- 
ing anxious." 

Here  a  small,  slight  woman  came  round  a  turn 
in  the  passage.  She  was  dressed  in  grey,  and  wore 
a  white  lace  fichu  over  her  shoulders  and  crossed  in 
front ;  a  wide  black  sash  was  tied  at  one  side  in 
long  bows  and  ends ;  her  light,  dull  hair,  which 
was  mixed  with  grey  and  worn  in  a  crop,  curled 
in  short,  flat  curls  over  her  forehead.  She  had 
faded  eyes  and  a  small,  weak  mouth ;  while  a  very 
yellow,  pale  complexion  suggested  indigestion  or 
indifferent  health. 

"  Dear  —  dear  Harriet,"  she  said  in  a  sweet, 
small  voice,  "I  was  growing  quite  uneasy  about 
you." 

"  Oh,  I   always   take  care  of  myself,  dear.     You 
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see,  I  have  brought  a  visitor.  Miss  Smith — this  is 
my  sister,  Letitia.  I  was  introduced  to  Miss  Smith 
to-day ;  and  as  she  is  anxious  to  acquaint  herself 
with  the  bookselhng  business,  with  a  view  to  taking 
Miss  Wilson's  place  when  she  marries,  I  persuaded 
her  to  come  back  with  me." 

This  was  said  in  an  audible  tone,  and  listened 
to  with  avidity  by  the  servant. 

"  Oh,  indeed.  You  are  always  prompt,  sister. 
I  am  sure  I  am  very  glad  to  see  Miss  Smith. 
Pray,  walk  in — you'll  want  something  after  your 
journey.  It  is  a  little  dark  here — mind  the  two 
steps  down.     I'll  just  go  on  and  open  the  door." 

She  went  quickly  and  oj^ened  a  door,  from 
which  the  light  came  strongly,  showing  four  or  five 
steps,  which  led  up  to  it. 

"  Take  that  little  portmanteau  to  Mrs.  Keene's 
room,  Keziah,"  said  Miss  Foley,  "and  make  up  the 
bed.  Miss  Smith  w^ill  stay  Avith  us  for  a  little 
while.  Come  along,  Miss  Smith.  This  is  our 
sitting-room,  and  we  are  a  little  proud  of  the  look- 
out— not  every  towm  house  can  boast  one  so  good." 

The  room  in  which  Myra  found  herself  was  of 
fair  dimensions  and  comfortably,  though  very 
n  2 
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simply,  furnished.  It  had  two  windows,  which 
looked  on  a  neatly-kept  garden,  ending  in  an  ivy- 
covered  wall,  beyond  which  the  racecourse  stretched 
its  green  space,  to  the  left  of  which  the  graceful 
arches  and  traceried  windows  of  the  ruined  abbey 
could  be  seen. 

"  It  is  charming,  indeed,"  exclaimed  Myra,  whose 
spirits  had  risen  in  proportion  to  her  distance  from 
London. 

It  was  a  lovely  summer  evening;  the  room  faced 
the  west,  and  the  sky  was  still  flaming  with  the 
crimson  and  violet  and  golden  glories  of  the  sun- 
set, against  which  every  line  and  curve  of  the 
ruins  stood  out  softly  clear.  The  slight  breeze 
which  so  often  springs  up  at  sundown  came,  laden 
with  dewy  freshness,  across  the  grassy  expanse, 
while  the  sweet  quiet  of  earth  and  sky  was  em- 
phasised by  the  solemn  tolling  of  the  curfew  from 
the  tower  of  St.  Olave's. 

"  How  sweet — how  delightful !  "  continued  Myra, 
leaning  from  the  window.  "It  must  be  good  to 
live  here." 

"London  people  are  always  pleased  with  our 
eld    town,"     said     Miss    Letitia    with     a    gratified 
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simper.  "  I  suppose  you  have  lived  chiefly  in 
London  ?  " 

"  Yes — latterly,"  returned  Myra.  There  was  a 
little  hesitation  in  her  manner. 

"  Ask  no  more  at  present,  sister,"  said  Miss 
Foley  with  some  solemnity.  "When  we  are  alone  I 
shall  have  much  to  tell  you  respecting  Miss  Smith 
which  will  interest  you  deeply  and  make  you  still 
more  ready  to  welcome  her." 

"  Oh,  indeed.  Dear,  dear !  I  am  all  curiosity," 
exclaimed  Letitia.  "  But  what  will  you  take  ? 
You  must  be  famished." 

"  We  will  wait  for  supper,  which  will  be  ready 
as  usual,  I  suppose,  at  nine." 

"  Just  so,  Harriet ;  and  may-be  Miss  Smith 
will  come  to  my  room  to  take  oft'  her  things." 

There  was  something  in  the  quiet,  refined 
homeliness  of  this  humble  bourgeois  establishment 
that  soothed  and  comforted  our  young  waif,  and 
gave  her  a  sense  of  security,  of  confidence,  of  which 
the  last  six  months  of  her  life  had  been  singularly 
denuded. 

The  little  supper-table  was  well  furnished  and 
neatly    spread,   while   the   conversation,  if  not   bril- 
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liant,  was  sensible  and  sincere.  Miss  Wilson — the 
assistant  for  whose  post  Myra  was  supposed  to  be 
an  aspirant  —  was  a  plain,  sandy-haired  young 
woman  with  spectacles ;  and  on  being  told  the 
reason  of*  Myra's  sudden  appearance,  showed  much 
interest  in  her,  and  put  some  leading  questions,  of 
a  somewhat  embarrassing  description,  as  to  her  pre- 
vious training,  whether  she  had  ever  been  "  out  " 
before,  or  if  she  had  attempted  any  other  line  of 
business.  Miss  Foley,  however,  was  quite  equal  to 
the  occasion,  and  nipped  all  unwelcome  curiosity  in 
the  bud. 

Finally,  it  was  very  delightful  to  go  to  bed 
in  the  neat,  exquisitely  clean  chamber  allotted  to 
her,  where  the  sheets  smelt  of  lavender,  and  the 
roses  and  clematis  which  clothed  the  back  of  the 
house  peeped  in  at  the  window,  while  the  profound 
stillness  was  only  broken  by  the  chiming  of 
quarters  and  half-hours  by  the  deep,  musically 
toned  town  clock. 

How  delicious  it  was  to  feel  sleep  creeping  over 
her,  and  a  sort  of  hope  that  here  she  might  find 
rest,  occupation,  perhaps  humble  independence; 
so,  softly  and  graciously,  life  and  its  grim  realities 
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faded    temporarily   away,   and    balmy   sleep    settled 
down  upon  her  weary  senses. 

The  first  glance  at  Miss  Letitia's  face  next 
morning  told  Myra  that  the  whole  of  her  story 
had  been  revealed  to  the  sympathetic  spinster. 
She  looked  at  their  young  guest  with  almost  awed 
admiration,  and  ministered  to  her  with  dehghted 
alacrity. 

As,  in  the  natural  division  of  labour  at  "  Foley's 
Library,"  a  good  deal  of  housekeeping  and  very 
little  shopkeeping  fell  to  Miss  Letitia's  lot,  she 
felt  free  to  honise  Myra  about  the  old  town,  and 
enjoyed  the  idea  of  introducing  her  to  its  beauties 
and  peculiarities,  feeling  very  keenly  that  sense  of 
ownership  in  their  abode  which  is  peculiar  to  the 
inhabitants  of  small  places. 

At  first,  however,  Myra  was  nervous  and  averse 
to  venture  out,  nor  did  she  like  to  go  into  the 
shop  nor  the  sort  of  reading-room  over  it,  where 
the  magazines  and  newspapers  lay  on  a  large 
table  and  another  assistant  presided  over  the 
library  department. 

A  few  days  of  unbroken  quiet  and  the  assur- 
ances of  Miss  Foley  revived   Myra's   courage,   while 
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the  natural  desire  to  look  about  urged  her  to  ex- 
plore a  new  place. 

"  I  suppose  I  may  wear  my  own  dress  now  ? " 
she  asked.  "I  have  grown  accustomed  to  black, 
and  do  not  like   myself  in  colours." 

"  Not  in  those  colours,  I  should  think,"  said 
Miss  Foley,  with  a  sniff.  "Wilhelmina  likes  to 
make  a  peacock  of  herself,  and  has  that  opinion  of 
her  own  taste,  she  wouldn't  listen  to  any  sugges- 
tion. You  put  on  your  own  clothes,  my  dear ; 
you  are  safe  enough  here." 

"  I  do  not  want  to  wear  out  Wilhelmina's 
things.  I  might  get  an  everyday  frock  for  my- 
self," continued  Myra,  smiling  at  the  joyful  idea 
of  having  a  little  money  to  do  what  she  liked 
Avith,  "  for  I  should  like  really  to  go  into  the 
shop  and  be  your  assistant.  I  know  I  am  stupid 
about  some  things,  but  I  would  try  hard  to 
learn." 

Myra  knew  nothing  about  aristocratic  pre- 
judices ;  to  be  happy  and  independent  was  all  she 
asked  for;  yet  the  greatest  lady  in  the  land  could 
not  shrink  with  greater  horror  from  vulgarity  and 
ugliness  than  she  did. 
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"  My  dear  young  lady,  I  hope  there  is  a  brighter 
future  before  you  than  that."  '*' 

"  Why  ?  I  could  be  very  happy  here.  Pray 
let  me  try  to  learn  your  business." 

So  Myra  made  herself  quite  at  home,  and 
brought  an  unusual  element  of  sweetness  and 
light  into  the  somewhat  monotonous  existence  of 
her  kind  protectors. 

When  Miss  Letitia  found  that  "Miss  Smith" 
could  draw — nay,  more — when  she  had  made  some 
sketches  of  the  priory  ruins,  outside  and  inside, 
her  pride  and  pleasure  knew  no  bounds.  Miss 
Foley  had  them  framed,  ticketed  at  a  moderate 
price,  and  placed  prominently  in  her  window. 

"  They  are  just  like  the  old  place,"  she  said, 
"and  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  they  went  off  well." 

"  I  will  take  '  Miss  Smith '  to  Wickham  Woods 
to-morrow,"  said  Miss  Letitia.  "  It  is  just  lovely 
along  by  the  river  and  the  old  bridge.  It  isn't 
more  than  a  mile  to  the  woods,  and  there  are 
always  logs  lying  about  which  we  can  sit  down  on. 
People  are  not  generally  allowed  through,  but  the 
gamekeeper's  wife  at  the  lodge  knows  me,  and  will 
let   us    in.       It    makes   it    all   the   safer.      Captain 
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Forrester,  the  Squire  of  Wickham,  is  very  par- 
ticular, but  he  is  nbt  a  bad  landlord.  .  Ah,  his 
father  used  to  keep  the  place  alive  in  the  old 
times." 

To  Myra,  Wickham  Woods  was  a  terrestrial 
Paradise,  abounding  in  delicious  "  bits,"  and  she  made 
many  studies  there,  sometimes  with  Letitia  and 
occasionally  without  her.  So  absorbing  was  this 
occupation  that  she  began  to-  forget  her  fear  of 
detectives,  her  dread  of  being  dragged  back  to 
Mrs.  Dallas  and  Lionel.  Indeed,  Miss  Foley  ex- 
pressed her  doubts  that  any  aunt  could  keep  her 
against  her  will. 

Meanwhile,  with  a  curious  reluctance,  Myra 
made  up  her  mind  to  write  to  Leyton  at  his  lodg- 
ings. She  did  not  like  to  trouble  him;  she 
dreaded  falling,  through  him,  into  the  claws  of 
Dorothea ;  and  finally,  she  was  foolishly  ashamed 
of  having  torn  up  his  letter  without  noting  the 
address  he  gave  her. 

There  was  an  unusual  mixture  of  child  and 
woman  in  Myra;  to  a  certain  point  she  had  the 
courage  of  her  opinions,  but  beside  this  stronger 
line  ran  a  fainter   parallel,  which  made  her  shrink 
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from  the  rebukes  or  disapprobation  of  those  she 
loved.  Still,  it  might  seem  cold  and  indifferent  if 
she  did  iiot  write  to  Jack ;  so  in  the  shortest,  sim- 
plest manner  she  told  him  that  she  had  fled  from 
— she  scarce  knew  what,  for  she  had  been  well 
and  kindly  treated,  but  she  wanted  to  be  indepen- 
dent, to  work  for  herself  Then  she  begged  him 
not  to  trouble  about  her,  as  she  was  safe  and 
well. 

This  missive  the  post,  with  its  swift  punctuality, 
carried  to  Leyton's  quarters  in  the  north-west  of 
London ;  and  there  it  lay,  for  he  had  asked  his  chum, 
Ardill,  to  look  in  and  forward  his  letters,  as  he  dis- 
trusted his  landlady's  accuracy  and  caligraphy.  Now 
Ardill  himself  went  out  of  town,  and  as  Jack's  letters 
were  few  and  far  between — save  those  on  business, 
which  were  addressed  to  the  studio — his  friend 
omitted  to  call  for  a  few  days  after  his  return. 

Meantime  Le3^ton  found  Paris  more  interesting 
than  ever  after  a  long  absence,  and  there  was  per- 
suaded by  a  friend  to  run  down  with  him  to  have 
a  look  at  the  famous  cathedral  at  Chartres ;  alto- 
gether he  was  away  more  than  a  month. 

Mrs.  Keene  kept  Myra  informed  of  how  things 
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went  at  the  hotel.  Within  a  week  after  his  arrival, 
the  guest  of  whom  she  was  so  suspicious  took  his 
departure ;  and  Mrs.  Keene  had  the  courage  to  call 
on  Mrs.  Dallas  with  the  intention  of  asking  if  she 
had  news  of  Miss  Myra.  But  Mrs.  Dallas  was  in 
her  room,  and  suffering  too  severely  from  nervous 
exhaustion  to  see  anyone.  Mrs.  Dwyer,  however, 
who  came  up  to  speak  with  her,  gave  a  good  deal 
of  information. 

"  She  is  real  bad,"  said  the  landlady ;  "  she  can 
get  no  tidings  of  the  poor  young  lady.  It's  very 
curious,  for  she  has  put  advertisements  in  the  pa- 
pers, and  set  detectives  after  her,  and  what  not ! 
As  for  young  Ashby,  he  has  gone  off  abroad ;  whether 
to  look  for  Miss  Dallas  or  for  change  of  air,  /  don't 
know.  He  looked  bad  enough  for  anything !  It's 
a  curious  business,  ma'am,  as  ever  I  knew! — and 
you  won't  stop  and  have  a  cup  of  tea  ?  Well,  I'm 
sure  the  poor  young  lady  has  my  best  wishes,  if 
that  will  do  her  any  good ! " 


CHAPTER    XIX. 

FOUND. 

It  was  a  beautiful  May  that  year,  and  London  was 
looking  its  very  best.  The  windows  and  balconies 
in  the  more  fashionable  quarters  were  full  of  flowers, 
and  the  roll  of  carriages  ceased  not  by  day  nor  by 
night. 

Dinner  enofaofements  crowded  on  Mr.  Wardlaw, 
from  which  he  was  able  to  make  a  selection,  and 
sharpen  his  wits  by  contact  with  all  that  was  choicest 
and  brightest  in  his  immediate  world.  He  was  sitting 
at  breakfast  one  soft,  sunny  morning  in  his  com- 
fortable apartments  and  opposite  to  him  sat  Cecil 
Forrester,  who  was  up  in  town  for  a  few  days. 

Forrester  had  not  yet  found  either  a  house  or  a 
"  flat "  to  suit  him.  Indeed,  for  the  present,  he  was 
greatly  in  love  with  his  country  life,  and  interested 
in  his  improvements.     He  had  dropped  in  to  break- 
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fast  with  his  ex-guardian,  as  it  was  the  most  likely 
time  to  find  him  at  home  and  disengaged. 

"  Take  some  more  strawberries  ? "  Wardlaw  was 
saying.  "  Breakfast  is  far  and  away  the  best  time 
to  eat  fruit.  You  seem  to  be  going  ahead  consider- 
ably down  at  Wickham ;  it  will  be  a  charming  place 
in  a  year  or  two." 

"  Yes,  I  flatter  myself  it  will ;  but  the  workmen 
are  deuced  slow,  and " 

He  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  the  ser- 
vant with  a  card.     Wardlaw  glanced  at  it. 

"  Ley  ton,  by  Jove  1 "  he  exclaimed ;  then  to  the 
servant  with  animation,  "  Show  him  in  at  once."  He 
rose  and  advanced  to  the  door  as  Leyton,  looking 
fresh  and  brown,  came  in. 

"  Delighted  to  see  you,  my  dear  boy !  When 
did  you  come  back  ?  " 

"  I  arrived  about  an  hour  ago,  and  thought  I 
might  venture  to  call  at  this  ungodly  hour,  before 
I  went  off  due  north  to  my  own  diggings,  as  I  want 
to  hear  what  is  going  on.  Captain  Forrester,  this 
is  an  unexpected  pleasure  ! "  and  they  shook  hands. 

"  Sit  down,  and  have  some  breakfast,"  continued 
Wardlaw. 
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"  Thank  you,  I  have  breakfasted." 

"  Well,  I  suppose  you  want  to  know  how  your 
show  has  been  going  on  ?  I  can  tell  you  you  have 
made  a  hit;  the  reviews  have  been  most  favour- 
able." 

"Yes,  better  than  I  expected.  Most  of  them 
have  been  sent  to  me,  and  I  have  sold  some  of  the 
pictures  fairly  well." 

"  You   will   be   able   to   ask   decent  prices   now." 

The  conversation  ran  on  in  the  same  strain  for  some 
minutes,  Forrester  only  throwing  in  monosyllables 
from  time  to  time  while  he  glanced  at  the  paper.  At 
last  there  was  a  pause,  when  Forrester,  looking  up, 
exclaimed,  "What  odd  advertisements  one  finds  in 
this  second  column.  There's  one,  or  rather,  two 
here,  which  have  appeared  for  three  or  four  days, 
and  excite  my  curiosity  considerably :  '  Missing  since 
the  8th  instant,  a  young  lady,  supposed  to  be  acting 
under  mental  excitement.  She  is  above  middle 
height,  slight  in  figure,  and  about  nineteen  years  of 
age ;  blue  eyes,  auburn  hair,  and  a  small  mole  on 
left  of  chin  ;  dressed  in  mourning,  and  wearing  black 
straw  hat,  trimmed  with  black  lace  and  ribbon.  Any 
information  which  may  lead   to  her   discovery  and 
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restoration  to  her  friends  will  be  handsomely  re- 
warded. Address,  W.  B.,  Dempster's  Private  Inquiry 
Office.' " 

"  That's  rather  an  ordinary  kind  of  thing ! "  re- 
marked Leyton  carelessly,  though  he  had  listened 
attentively  enough. 

"  The  other  is  more  remarkable,"  continued  For- 
rester. " '  The  young  lady  who  asked  a  gentleman 
what  o'clock  it  was,  in  a  hansom,  near  Kensington 
Station,  about  a  fortnight  ago,  is  earnestly  requested 
to  send  her  address  to  G.  D.,  Box  No.  352,  Times 
Office,  as  she  may  hear  something  to  her  ad- 
vantage.' Now  I  wonder  if  these  have  anything 
to  do  with  each  other  ? " 

"Impossible  to  say,"  put  in  Leyton. 

"I  am  not  so  sure,"  returned  Forrester.  "The 
fact  is,  I  believe  I  have  met  this  blue-eyed  young 
lady  rambling  about  my  own  woods." 

"  Indeed !  "  exclaimed  Wardlaw  with  some  eag-er- 
ness.  "  Tell  me  about  the  rencontre,  I  will  tell  you 
after  why  I  want  to  know." 

"  Well,"  began  Forrester,  "  I  was  walking  through 
that  part  of  the  woods  down  by  the  stream  which 
runs  through  them,  not  far  from  the   gate   on   the 
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Redworth  road,  when  I  came  upon  a  young  lady 
who  had  been  sketching.  Her  drawing  things  were 
on  the  ground,  and  she  had  risen  from  a  camp-stool 
to  speak  with  a  rascally-looking  tramp,  who  was 
stretching  out  his  hand  in  a  threatening  manner. 
Of  course,  I  came  up  pretty  quick,  and  asked  him 
how  he  dared  to  trespass  on  my  grounds,  and  why 
he  was  molesting  the  lady. 

" '  He  will  not  believe  that  I  have  no  more  money,' 
she  said  quietly  enough,  but  there  was  an  air  of  re- 
strained fear  about  her.  '  I  only  had  twopence,  and 
I  gave  it  to  him ;  but  he  was  not  satisfied ! ' 
While  she  spoke  the  tramp  fled.  I  didn't  follow 
him,  he  was  too  far  before  I  noticed  he  was  gone; 
so  I  expressed  my  regret  that  the  fair  artist  should 
have  been  disturbed  on  my  territory.  She  looked  at 
me  very  straight.  I  never  saw  a  girl  give  so  steady 
a  glance,  and  yet  the  eyes  were  soft  enough.  '  Then 
you  are  Captain  Forrester  ? '  she  asked.  I  acknow- 
ledged my  identity,  wdiereupon  she  said  she  feared 
she  was  a  trespasser,  too.  I  told  her  she  was,  for 
no  right  of  way  existed  through  that  part  of  the 
woods.  You  know,  I  can't  make  smooth  speeches 
to  w^omen,  that's  the  reason  they  bore  me.  I  don't 
o 
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dislike  them,  of  course,  but  they  are  a  nuisance ! 
However,  I  felt  I  must  be  civil  to  this  girl;  she 
was  not  exactly  pretty,  but  nice  and  elegant-look- 
ing ;  so  I  added  that  she  might  come  through  as 
much  as  she  liked,  and  I  helped  her  to  pick  up  her 
traps,  and  looked  at  the  drawing.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  it  was  uncommonly  good.  Of  course,  I  am  no 
great  judge,  but  it  was  exactly  like  the  place,  with 
a  glimpse  of  an  old  wooden  bridge.  It's  very  near 
the  place  I  wanted  you  to  paint,  Ley  ton." 

"  Yes,  yes — go  on,"  said  Leyton  impatiently. 

"  I  got  very  curious,  and  asked  her  if  she  knew 
the  country.  No  ;  she  was  staying  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood for  the  first  time.  So  I  jumped  to  the 
conclusion  that  she  was  staying  with  the  Warrens 
of  Combe — they  have  writers  and  artists  and  all 
those  sort  of  people  staying  there.  I  asked  if  she 
came  from  Combe.  She  laughed  pleasantly  and 
said — 

" '  Oh,  no ;  I  am  with  Miss  Foley.  I  am,  I 
think,  going  to  be  her  assistant.' 

"  I  could  not  help  saying,  '  The  deuce  you  are  ! ' 
for  she  was  quite  a  lady.  Then  she  said  she  was 
much   obliged  to  me,  and  bade   me  good-morning. 
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However,  I  offered  to  walk  back  with  her,  as  the 
tramp  might  turn  up  again.  She  accepted  simply, 
as  if  it  was  quite  the  most  natural  thing  in  the 
world.  I  never  felt  so  much  at  home  and  com- 
fortable with  a  girl  before.  We  had  quite  a  nice 
walk  and  talk.  She  said  she  was  so  sorry  she  had 
been  frightened,  for  she  had  not  finished  her 
sketch,  and  she  did  not  think  she  could  go  there 
again.  I  offered  to  meet  her  any  time  she  liked 
and  mount  guard.  She  took  it  all  naturally,  and 
made  no  bother.  She  said  that  if  a  Miss  Letitia 
could  come  with  her  she  need  not  trouble  me ;  so 
I  suggested  that  she  might  come  with  or  without 
Miss  Letitia,  and  I  should  be  there  about  three 
o'clock.  We  parted  just  outside  the  town ;  for 
those  infernal  gossips  would  have  raised  no  end  of 
a  dust  if  the  Squire  of  Wickham  had  been  seen 
with  the  bookseller's  assistant." 

"Well,"  ejaculated  Wardlaw,  "and  next  day?" 
"  She  was  there,  sure  enough,  with  a  funny  old 
soul,  whom  I  shall  remember  all  my  life — one  of  a 
brace  of  sisters  that  keep  the  library  in  Redworth — 
and  she  was  drawing  away  like  fun.  I  did  not  stay 
lonof,  but  I  ofot  some  hints  out  of  the  old  one. 
o  2 
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Miss  Smith  was  a  charming  artist.  She  had  made 
a  lovely  picture  of  the  ruins,  which  was  framed 
and  in  the  shop  window  ;  so  I  asked  if  the  pre- 
sent production  was  for  sale,  and  felt  Hke  a 
bashful  idiot  until  she  (Miss  Smith)  said  straight 
out,  as  coolly  as  possible  — 

" '  I  should  be  very  glad,  if  you  think  it  worth 
buying.' 

"  So  I  said  I  would ;  but  we  were  in  a  diffi- 
culty about  the  price.  I  did  not  know  what  to 
offer,  and  she  did  not  know  what  to  ask;  so  we 
agreed  that  I  was  to  show  it  to  an  artist  friend  of 
mine — yourself,  Ley  ton.  I  saw  the  other  sketches 
in  the  shop  window.  I'd  like  to  bid  for  the 
whole  lot ;  but  we'll  settle  that  when  you  come 
down.  Then  we  had  a  little  more  talk;  and  she 
bade  me  good-morning  in  a  sweet,  quiet  way.  But 
I  don't  think  any  fellow  would  have  stayed  after 
she  dismissed  him.  I  never  fancied  any  girl  so 
much — there  is  something  so  tranquil  and  friendly 
about  her.  Now,  I  can't  help  thinking  that  she  is  the 
missing  young  lady,"  tapping  the  paper ;  "  but  her 
brains  are  right  as  a  trivet  —  never  met  a  more 
collected  damsel." 
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Leyton  grew  more  and  more  uneasy  as  For- 
rester proceeded. 

"I,  too,  seem  to  recognise  the  lady,  only  it 
could  not  be "  he  said. 

"  And  I  believe  /  have  the  key  to  the  riddle," 
observed  Wardlaw.     "  Here  is  my  tale." 

He  then  related  the  story  already  told  by 
Myra — of  her  insisting  on  sharing  the  hansom  en- 
gaged by  a  gentleman — to  which  Forrester  and 
Leyton  gave  ear  with  much  surprise. 

"  So,"  he  concluded,  "  we  parted  at  Oxford  Cir- 
cus. She  went  away  east,  and  I  saw  her  no  more ; 
but  I  have  felt  uncomfortable  about  her  ever  since 
— she  was  so  young,  so  resolute,  yet  so  frightened. 
As  soon  as  I  saw  that  advertisement,  I  put  in  the 
other.  I  fancied  she  was  inclined  to  put  some 
faith  in  my  grey  hairs ;  but  it  has  been  out  for 
more  than  a  week,  and  no  notice  has  been  taken. 
Now  I  know  who  it  is." 

"  Who  ?  "  exclaimed  both  the  other  men  to- 
gether. 

"Why,  that  niece  of  poor  Edward  Dallas,  who, 
it  seems,  has  taken  fright  at  God  knows  what  and 
run  away.      She   has  been  missing  since  the  8th  of 
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May — that  was  the  date  on  which  my  young  friend 
took  possession  of  my  cab  and  myself  For  that 
matter,  I  fell  in  with  her  just  at  the  corner  of  Mel- 
ford  Road,  where  Mrs.  Dallas  lives  ;  and  when  Lady 
Shirland  told  me  of  the  flight,  I  discussed  with 
myself  whether  I  should  give  information  or  not. 
Somehow  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  betray  the 
poor  child;  so  I  put  in  that  appeal,  hoping  to 
attract  her  attention  and  offer  myself  as  an  inter- 
mediary." 

"  Myra  Dallas  run  away !  My  God,  what  has 
become  of  her  ? "    cried  Leyton,  greatly  disturbed. 

"  If  she  is  the  girl  I  met  in  the  woods,  she 
seems  safe  and  sound,  and  all  right,"  said  For- 
rester. 

"And  if  she  is,  she  ought  to  be  something  like 
your  second  cousin  once  removed,  Forrester,  if  her 
parents  had  not  omitted  a  certain  ceremony." 

"  No,  really  ?  How  awkward !  She  is,  then,  I 
suppose,  that  daughter  of  Fred  Dallas  who  was 
adopted  by  the  Colonel's  widow." 

"  But  how  can  she  have  managed  ?  She  hadn't 
a  farthing — not  even  a  postage  stamp,"  cried 
Leyton. 
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"  Then  the  sooner  I  buy  those  drawings  the 
better,"  remarked  Forrester. 

"  Of  course,  we  cannot  be  sure  that  your  young 
artist  is  Miss  Dallas,"  put  in  Wardlaw. 

"  I  fancy  she  is.  But  what  can  have  frightened 
her  out  of  the  aunt's  house  ?  It  must  have  been 
the  confounded  son  ! "  exclaimed  Leyton. 

"  I  cannot  understand  the  woman,"  said  Ward- 
law,  thoughtfully. 

"  No,  nor  I,"  returned  Leyton,  taking  his  hat. 
"  But  I  shall  soon  find  some  clue  to  Myra,  poor 
child  !  I  can't  stand  the  notion  of  her  wandering 
about  penniless  and  forlorn." 

"  Where  are  you  off  to  ? "  exclaimed  Wardlaw. 

"  To  see  a  woman  who  will  be  sure  to  know 
something  of  her." 

"  And  she  hasn't  any  money  at  all  ? "  asked 
Forrester.     "  Hadn't  her  father  any  ? " 

"  If  he  had,  and  did  not  will  it  to  his  daughter, 
of  course  all  would  have  been  his  brother's.  But 
I  must  be  off." 

"Let  us  know  the  result  of  3^our  inquiries," 
cried  Wardlaw,  as  he  left  the  room. 

"  It    is   a   bad   business  her   having   no   money," 
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said  Forrester  when  he  was  alone  with  his  ex- 
guardian. 

"  Deuced  bad,"  repHed  Wardlaw. 

"  It  can  be  remedied." 

"No  doubt  it  can  be,"  said  Wardlaw  shortly. 

"  I'll  talk  to  you  about  it  when  Ley  ton  dis- 
covers where  she  is,"  was  Forrester's  conclusion ; 
and  they  turned  to  other  subjects,  occasionally 
reverting  to  the  curious  disappearance  of  Myra, 
an  event  which  made  a  deep  impression  on  both. 

Leaving  the  house,  Leyton  walked  swiftly  to- 
wards Belgrave  Koad,  looking  eagerly  for  a  cab, 
when,  to  his  surprise  and  annoyance,  a  brougham 
from  which  a  lady  was  nodding  and  shaking  her 
hand  suddenly  drew  up  beside  the  pavement  in 
front  of  him,  and  he  recognised  Dorothea  Browne. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Leyton,  I  had  no  idea  you  had  come 
back,  and  it's  so  curious  happening  to  meet  you 
at  this  hour.  I  am  going  to  spend  the  day  at 
Richmond  with  the  De  Courcy  Joneses ;  that  is  the 
reason  I  am  going  out  so  early.  We  are  busy 
rehearsing  a  pastoral  play  that  is  to  astonish 
everyone.  I  am  so  glad  your  exhibition  has  been 
such  a  success." 
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"Thank  you  very  much.  But  I  am  in  a  tre- 
mendous hurry,  and  there  does  not  seem  to  be  a 
cab  about." 

"  Oh,  come  in,  I  will  drive  you  as  far  as 
Piccadilly ;  you  will  find  plenty  there." 

Hoping  to  save  time,  Leyton  jumped  in. 

"  I  suppose  3^ou  have  heard  of  all  the  trouble 
poor  Mrs.  Dallas  has  had,"  resumed  Dorothea.  "  She 
has  been  almost  out  of  her  mind.  That  ungrate- 
ful creature,  Myra,  has  run  away,  and  no  one  can 
find  her." 

"\yardlaw  has  just  mentioned  it  to  me,"  re- 
turned Leyton,  guardedly. 

"Yes,  it  must  be  quite  three  weeks  ago  that 
poor  Mrs.  Dallas  came  to  us  in  a  fearful  state  of 
agitation.  It  seems  she  had  a  scene  with  poor 
Lionel  Ashby,  whom  she  refused  in  the  most  un- 
expected manner,  after  encouraging  him — nay, 
more  than  encouraging  him  ;  and  then  without 
rhyme  or  reason  she  fled.  Someone  must  have 
arranged  a  plan  for  her.  She  is  either  insane,  or 
has  found  a  lover  she  prefers  to  Lionel.  Mrs. 
Dallas,  Avho  is  always  charitable,  thinks  she  is 
insane." 
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"  That  remains  to  be  proved,  Miss  Browne.  We 
must  first  hear  what  Myra  has  to  say." 

"  Oh,  Myra  !  Yes,  to  be  sure.  You  were  old  friends. 
But  do  you  think  you  will  be  able  to  find  her  ? " 

"111   try." 

"  Are  you  sure  you  do  not  know  where  she  is  ? " 
— with  playful  malice. 

"  Miss  Browne  !  " — indignantly — "  what  do  you 
think  me   capable   of  ? " 

'^  Oh,  pray  forgive  me  if  I  have  made  a  mis- 
take ;  I  am  so  thoughtless  You  must  not  be 
angry.  I  suppose  you  will  be  in  town  noAV  till 
the  end  of  the  season.  We  have  a  musical  party 
on  the  24th ;  I  hope  you  will  come.  I  think  we 
have  sent  you  a  card." 

"  Thank  you  a  thousand  times ;  111  be  sure  to 
come,  and  111  not  take  you  any  further  out  of 
your  way.  Hi,  hansom!"  He  pulled  the  check- 
string,  and  was  standing  on  the  pavement  and 
raising  his  hat  before  she  could  say  good-bye. 

"Ill-natured,  elderly  kitten,"  thought  Leyton,  as 
he  sped  north-east.  "  It  is  impossible  Myra  could 
have  a  lover — yet  why  not  ?  Lovers  are  very 
irrepressible  atoms,   and  Myra  is  a  sort  of  girl  that 
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No,   she   has  fled  from,  not   to,  a   lover.      That 

young  darkey  is  a  presumptuous-  hound ;  I'd  hke 
to  have  the  thrashing  of  him.  My  God!  what  a 
position  for  a  tender,  dehcate  girl  to  be  placed  in  ! 
Mrs.  Keene  will  know  something  about  her ;  Mrs. 
Keene  is  a  trump  !  It  is  most  extraordinary  that 
she  has  evaded  detection  for  more  than  three 
Aveeks;  someone  must  have  helped  her.  Why, 
Avhy  did  she  not  write  to  me  ?  Her  avoidance  of 
me  looks  rather  as  if  there  tvas  a  lover  at  the 
bottom  of  it,  yet  there  is  no  reason  she  should  not 
have  consulted  me  respecting  him  also." 

So   Ley  ton    tormented     himself   till   he   reached 
Gilbert  Street. 

"  Mrs.  Keene  was  at   home,  and   would   be   with 
Mr.  Leyton  immediately." 

He  paced  the  comfortable  parlour  with  de- 
vouring impatience,  till  the  door  opened  and  Mrs. 
Keene  came  forward  with  almost  juvenile  rapidity. 
She  held  out  a  fat  hand  exclaiming,  with  great 
earnestness,  "  Thank  God  !  Oh,  thank  God  1  you 
have  come  at  last,  sir  ! "  and  dropped  into  a  chair. 
****** 

The  advertisements  which  gave  rise  to  this  con- 
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versation  had  soon  attracted  the  attention  of  Miss 
Letitia,  who  quickly  carried  the  paper  to  Myra, 
and  they  discussed  the  matter  with  much  nervous 
excitement. 

To  be  pubHcly  advertised  seemed  to  be  the  most 
appalHng  crisis.  Myra  felt  she  could  not  move  out- 
side the  house  without  attracting  immediate  de- 
tection ;  that  the  universal  finger  of  scorn  would  be 
pointed  at  the  girl  who  ran  away,  and  was  pilloried 
in  the  public  prints.  When,  however,  Wardlaw's 
appeal  appeared,  she,  Myra,  was  deeply  interested. 

"  It  must  be  that  nice,  kind  gentleman  who  let 
me  go  with  him  in  the  cab,"  she  said ;  "  I  should 
like  to  write  and  thank  him,  and  say  I  am  safe  and 
well.  He  seemed  to  think  I  was  going  to  do  some- 
thing very  dreadful." 

When,  however,  Miss  Foley  came  to  give  her 
opinion,  she  soothed  Myra's  fears  considerably. 

"  In  the  first  place,  my  dear  Miss  Myra,  very 
few  people  here  read  the  Times.  The  local  paper 
is  enough  for  most  of  them,  and  those  that  do  don't 
look  at  the  advertisements.  Moreover,  if  they  did, 
they  would  never  dream  of  any  missing  young  lady 
venturing  into  the  country.     It  would  not  be  a  bad 
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plan  to  put  a  coloured  flower  or  a  feather  in  your 
hat,  it  would  take  off  the  moiirningified  look.  You 
just  go  out  with  Lotitia,  and  draw  as  usual.  No  one 
will  ever  think  about  you." 

Ultimately  Miss  Foley's  counsels  prevailed.  Myra 
added  a  pretty  bow  of  pale  blue  ribbon  to  her  hat, 
and  tied  another  round  her  throat,  which  quite  took 
off  the  mourning  aspect  of  her  costume. 

Her  meeting  with  Forrester  was  a  source  of 
some  excitement  to  Miss  Letitia,  who  was  disposed 
to  see  a  budding  romance  in  any  casual  encounter 
between  two  unmarried  people.  But  Myra  was  quite 
prosaic  on  the  subject ;  she  was  very  pleased  with 
Forrester,  it  is  true,  but  chiefly  because  he  promised 
to  be  a  purchaser  of  her  sketches. 

Though  this  stay  in  Miss  Foley's  peaceful,  com- 
fortable home  was,  indeed,  a  breathing  space  and  a 
refreshment  to  Myra,  she  could  not  refrain  from 
speculating  as  to  the  cause  of  Leyton's  silence.  He 
had  been  so  kind,  so  interested  in  her  rather  un- 
promising future,  that  she  wondered  he  did  not  Avrite 
to  advise  her,  at  least.  She  did  not  reckon  on  his 
not  having  received  her  letter.  Of  course,  she  did 
not  expect  him  to   give  her  nmch  of  his   valuable 
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time,  but  a  few  minutes — enough  for  a  letter — she 
did  expect,  and,  in  truth,  she  felt  a  good  deal  wounded 
by  his  silence.  When  alone  she  used  to  drop  her 
pen,  her  pencil,  her  needle — whatever  occupied  her 
fingers,  and  think  of  the  old  happy  days  while  she  was 
still  a  child,  and  wonder  why  it  had  been  her  fate 
to  be  so  destitute  of  all  ordinary  ties,  and  ask  herself 
if  she  could  ever  be  forced  back  to  live  with  Mrs. 
Dallas  and  Lionel. 

But  Myra  was  no  morbid  mourner  of  the  inevit- 
able. She  made  herself  pleasant  and  useful  to  her  kind 
hosts,  and  applied  herself  diligently  to  learn  some- 
thing of  their  business,  though  the  sisters  smiled 
at  the  notion  of  her  being  their  assistant.  At  pre- 
sent, indeed,  Myra  did  not  like  to  venture  into  the 
shop,  but  she  quite  looked  forward  to  taking  her 
place  there.  This  stay  at  Redworth  was  the  first 
taste  of  home  she  had  had  since  her  father  was  taken 
from  her,  and  it  was  as  rain  unto  a  thirsty  land. 

The  morning  after  Leyton  had  heard  of  Myra's 
flight  was  overcast  and  showery,  so  she  sat  at  home 
in  the  pleasant  drawing-room  busily  engaged  in 
making  a  copy  of  the  sketch  she  had  taken  in  the 
old   Priory,   for   which    Miss   Foley   foretold  a  large 
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demand.  She  was  absorbed  in  her  occupation  when 
Keziah,  the  old  servant,  opened  the  door,  and  said 
solemnly,  "  A  gentleman  wants  to  speak  to  you, 
miss." 

"  A  gentleman  !  what  sort  of  a  gentleman !  "  cried 
Myra,  starting  up  in  wild  affright.  "  Do  not  let 
anyone  come  in." 

"  Is  there  no  admittance  for  me,  Myra  ? "  said 
a  dehghtlully  familiar  voice,  as  Leyton  passed 
Keziah  and  entered  the  room. 

"  Oh,  Jack — dear  Jack,  how  good  of  you  to 
come  !"  cried  Myra,  flying  to  him  with  out- 
stretched hands,  which  he  held  kindly  for  a 
moment  or  two. 

"  What  can  you  have  thought  of  me  ? "  he  ex- 
claimed. "  Do  you  know  I  never  had  your  letter 
till  yesterday  evening,  when  I  arrived  from  Paris. 
The  idiots  at  my  rooms  never  sent  it  on.  And 
you  didn't  believe  I  should  desert  you,  i\Iyra  ? " 

"  Oh,  no.  I  never  thought  you  meant  to  be 
unkind  ;  but  I  had  no  business  to  worry  you,  or 
right  to  suppose  you  would  trouble  about  me.  Oh, 
I  am  so  glad  to  see  you !  How  did  you  find  me 
out?" 
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"  Througli  Mrs.  Keene,  of  course  ;  but  I  heard  of 
your  flight  by  accident.  I'll  tell  you  all  about  it 
later."  - 

They  sat  down,  Myra's  usually  pale  cheeks  deli- 
cately flushed  with  pleasure,  her  eyes  sparkhng  with 
undisguised  joy. 

She  could  not  tell — indeed,  she  never  dreamed 
of  trying  to  analyse  her  own  emotions — why  it  was 
that  the  sound  of  Leyton's  voice,  the  glance  of  his 
eyes,  the  touch  of  his  hand,  filled  her  heart  with 
life  and  strength  and  courage  ;  but  it  was  so. 
The  whole  world  was  changed  since  he  had 
come, 

"  You  seem  a  new  creature,  Myra,"  said  Leyton, 
looking  at  her  with  grave  inspection.  "  There 
is  colour  in  your  cheeks  and  light  in  your  eyes." 

"That  is  partly  because  I  am  so  glad  to  see 
you,"  she  returned,  meeting  his  eyes  with  frank, 
happy  composure.  "But  I  do  feel  better  here.  The 
sense  of  being  free,  of  going  where  I  like,  is  so  de- 
licious ;  though  I  am  always  afraid  I  am  very 
ungrateful  to  Mrs.  Dallas." 

"  Come,  Myra,  tell  me  the  whole  story.  What 
put   you    up   to    run    away  ?     The  last   time  I  saw 
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you,  you  looked  like  a  spiritless  '  bird  in  the  snare 
of  the  fowler.' " 

"  I  felt  like  it/'  said  Myra,  with  a  thoughtful 
smile ;  and  she  went  on  to  relate  her  escape  and 
adventures. 

Ley  ton  listened  with  deep  attention.  At  the 
end  he  thought  for  a  moment ;  then,  leaning  for- 
ward, he  looked  gravely  into  her  eyes,  and  asked — 

"  What  was  the  immediate  cause  of  your  flight  ? 
You  have  not  told  me  quite  all,  Myra." 

"  No ;  not  Cjuite.  But  I  promised  Mrs.  Dwyer 
never  to  tell  something  which  she  repeated  to 
me.  If  she  would  agree  to  my  telling  you,  I  would 
at  once." 

"Very  well,  Myra.  I  daresay  we  could  get  her 
permission.  I  shall  ask  her  some  day.  You  were 
really  very  prompt  and  plucky  about  your  escape ; 
but  it  was  energy  thrown  away.  You  might  have 
walked  out  of  your  aunt's  house,  and  she  could  not 
have  prevented  you." 

"  Is  that  really  true,  Jack  ?  " 

"It  is,  indeed." 

"  But  I  never  could  have  done  so.  I  could  run 
away ;  I .  could  not  have  tualked  away.      Oh  !  when 
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I  found  Lionel  Asliby  was  running  after  me,  I  felt 
wild  with  terror — I  dreaded  him  so  much." 

"  Why  ? "  asked  Ley  ton,  a  smile  twinkling  in 
his  brown  eyes.  "  Because  the  poor  beggar  was  in 
love  with  you  ?  " 

"It  was  rather  stupid  of  me,  I  suppose.  I 
ought,  perhaps,  to  have  been  grateful  to  him ;  but 
it  is  strange  how  I  always  feared  his  hatred. 
Though  he  talked  of  love,  I  always  felt  he 
hated  me  too." 

She  shuddered  as  she  spoke. 

"You  describe  the  devil's  own  mixture,"  said 
Leyton.  "  Now,  Myra,"  he  recommenced  after  a 
short  pause,  "you  must  not  hide  any  more.  You 
must  write  to  your  aunt — a  nice,  amiable  letter, 
you  know;  say  you  were  so  distressed  at  causing 
discomfort  about  her  son — anything  you  like ;  that 
you  felt  it  was  better  to  leave  her,  and  that  you 
had  not  the  courage  to  do  so  openly.  Express  your 
wish  to  be  on  friendly  terms,  but  be  very  decided 
about  leading  an  independent  life."    • 

"Very  well,  Jack.  I  now  feel  how  foolish  I 
have  been,  and  am  so  ashamed  of  the  trouble  I 
have  given." 


FOUND.  227 

"  It  was  not  an  unnatural  mistake ;  but  I  want 
you  to  be  clear  of  Mrs.  Dallas.  I  don't  like  the 
tone  of  her  advertisement.  By  the  Avay,  what  can 
you  do  when  you  break  with  Mrs.  Dallas  ? " 

"  I  hope  Miss  Foley  will  keep  me  as  her  assis- 
tant. I  am  not  clever  about  such  things,  but  I 
will  be  careful." 

"  My  God !  what  an  extraordinary  turn  of  fate, 
that  you  should  be  here  assistant  in  a  petty  shop 
while  your  cousin  should  be  the  squire — lord  of 
the  manor — within  a  stone's  throw.  No,  Myra,  this 
will  not  do." 

"  And  why  not  ?  These  kind  people  like  me  ;  I 
may  be  as  a  daughter  to  them ;  and  as  I  am  quite, 
quite  alone,  and  belong  to  no  one,  I  am  fortunate 
to  find  such  a  home  and  to  maintain  myself  with- 
out troubling  anyone.  Let  me  stay  here,  Jack — I 
am  very  glad  to  be  at  rest." 

"  My  dear  Mjrra,"  cried  Leyton,  inexpressibly 
touched,  "  I  have  no  right  to  interfere  with  you  ; 
but  it  is  too  soon  to  talk  of  plans.  You  must 
lose  no  time  in  putting  yourself  right  with  Mrs. 
Dallas.  Afterwards  we  shall  see.  So  you  have 
been  drawing,"  coming  over  to  the  table  and 
P  2 
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looking  at  her  work.  "  This  is  nice — very  nice, 
indeed." 

"  There  are  delightful  places  all  about  for 
sketching.  I  have  done  some  trees  and  a  bridge ; 
and,  do  you  know,  Captain  Forrester  was  so  nice ; 
he  found  me  trespassing  on  his  ground,  and  told 
me  I  might  come  whenever  I  pleased ;  and  he  is 
going  to  buy  my  drawings,  Jack,  only  he  wants  to 
ask  some  artist  friend  what  they  are  worth.  Per- 
haps you  are  that  friend." 

"Very  likely.  We  will  make  him  pay  through 
the  nose.  Now,  Myra,  go  and  write  your  letter, 
and  may  I  read  it  ?  for  I  want  3^ou  to  be  very 
careful." 

This  important  undertaking  occupied  some  time, 
and  though  on  the  whole  Myra  followed  Leyton's 
advice,  she  insisted  on  putting  in  some  passages 
he  thought  unnecessary. 

"You  are  rather  deceptive,  Myra,"  he  exclaimed, 
when  their  task  was  at  last  accomplished.  "You 
seem  as  soft  as  wax  or  snow,  and  yet  you  can 
assert  yourself  in  the  most  amazing  manner." 

"  You  don't  think  me  obstinate  ? " 

"  I  think  you  everything  that  is  good  and  sweet." 
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Myra  laughed  merrily  at  this  unstinted  praise, 
but  somehow  her  laughter  did  not  please  Ley  ton. 
Had  he  made  himself  ridiculous  ? 

"  Now  I  must  see  your  good  friends  here,  as 
you  wish  it.     I  ought,  you  know." 

So  Miss  Foley  and  Miss  Letitia  were  asked  to 
come  to  the  drawing-room,  and  heard  Leyton's 
views  with  deep  interest  and  a  certain  amount  of 
deference. 

"  I  am  that  glad,"  exclaimed  the  elder  sister, 
"  to  think  there  is  to  be  no  more  skulking  and 
hiding ;  and  you  may  be  sure,  sir,  Miss  Dallas  is 
heartily  Avelcome  as  long  as  ever  she  needs  to 
stay.      Well     miss     her     sorely     when     she     does 

go-" 

"  Not  more  than  she'll  miss  you,"  returned 
Leyton.  "  Now,  Myra,  I  am  going  to  have  a  day 
in  the  country  and  not  return  till  to-morrow  morn- 
ing. Suppose  you  come  and  show  me  these  famous 
woods.  I  was  to  have  painted  a  picture  for  For- 
rester to  match  the  'Autumn  Morning'  you  liked 
so  much.  I  have  never  had  time  to  attempt  it ; 
let  us  choose  the  scene  to-day." 

Could    my    weak    pen    describe    the    charm    of 
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that  walk  ?  No ;  nor  could  all  the  pens  of  all 
the  poets  fully  convey  the  subtle  joy,  the  magic 
rhythm  of  sympathy,  of  heavenly  harmony,  be- 
tween two  hearts  on  which  was  dawning  the  sense 
of  each  other's  beauty  and  incomparable  fitness. 
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British  Battles  on  Land    and    Sea.     By  James  Grant.     With  about 

600  Illustrations.     Three  Vols.,  410,  £1  7s.;  Library  Edition,  £1  los. 
British  Battles,  Recent.     Illustrated.     4to,  qs.  ;  Library  Editio>i,  los. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress  and  The  Holy  War,  Cassell's  Illus- 
trated Edition  of.     With  200  Original  Il'ustrations.     Cloth,  165. 
Butterflies    and    Moths,   European.     With  61  Coloured  Plates.     35s. 
Canaries  and  Cage-Birds,  The    Illustrated  Book  ot.     With  56  Fac- 
simile Coloured  Plates,  35s.     Half-morocco,  £2  5s. 
Carnation  Manual,  The.     Edited  and  Issued  by  the  National  CarnatiLii 

ar.d  Picotee  Society   (Southern  Section).     3s.  6d. 
Cassell's  Family  Magazine.     Yearly  Vol.     Illustrated,    gs. 
Cathedrals,     Abbeys,     and     Churches    of    England    and    Wales. 
Descriptive,  Historical,  Pictorial.     Fopiilar  Edition.    Two  Vols.    2^3. 
Celebrities  of  the  Century.     C/ieap  Edition.     los.  6d. 
Cities  of  the  World.     Four  Vols.     Illustrated.    7s.  6d.  each. 
Civil    Service,  Guide  to   Employment  in   the.     3s.  6d. 
Climate  and  Health  Resorts.     By  Dr   Blrney  Veo.     7s.  6d. 
Clinical  Manuals  for  Practitioners  and  Students  of   Medicine.     A 

List  of  Volumes  forwarded  post  Tree  f>n  application  to  the  Publishers. 
Colonist's  Medical  Handbook,  The.   By  E.  A.  Bakton,M.R.C.S.  2s.5d. 
Colour.     By  Prof.  A.   H.  Church.     With  Coloured  Plates.    3s.  6d. 

5  c.    8.92 
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Columbus,  The  Career  of.     By  Charles  Elton,  Q.C.     ios.  6d. 
Commercial  Botany  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.    3s.  6d. 
Conning  Tower,  In  a.     By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.      is. 
Cookery,     A    Year's.      By    Phyllis    Browne.      New  and  En'arged 

Edition.     3s.  6d. 
Cookery,  Cassell's   Dictionary  of.     Containing  about  Nine  Thousand 

Recipes.     7s.  6d. ;  Roxburgh,  ids.  6d. 
Cookery,   Cassell's    Shilling.     384  pages,  limp  cloth,  is. 
Cookery,  Vegetarian.     By  A.  G.  Payne,     is.  6d. 

Cooking  by  Gas,  The  Art  of.     By  Marie  J,  Sugg.     Illustrated.    3s. 6d. 
Countries  of  the  World,  The.     By  Robert  Brown,  M.A.,  Ph.D.,  &c. 

Complete  in  Six  Vols.,  with  about  750  Illustrations.     410,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Cromwell,  Oliver.     By  J.  Allanson  Picton,  M.P.     5s. 
Cyclopsedia,  Cassell's  Concise.    Brought  down  to  the  latest  date.   With 

about  600  Illustrations.    Cheap  Edition.  7s.  6d. 
Cyclopaedia,  Cassell's  Miniature.    Containing  30,000  subjects.   3s.  6d. 
Dickens,  Character  Sketches  from.  First,  Second,  and  Third  Series. 

With  Six  Original  Drawings  in  each  by  F.  Barnard.      21s.  each. 
Dick  "Whittington,  A  Modern.      By  James  Payn.     Two  Vols.,  2is. 
Disraeli,  Benjamin,  Personal  Reminiscences  of.  By  K.  Lake.  3s.  6d. 
Dog,  Illustrated  Book  of  the.    By  Vero  Shaw,  B.A.    With  28  Coloured 

Plates.     Cloth  bevelled,  35s.  ;  half-morocco,  45s. 
Dog,  The.     By  Idstone.     Illustrated.     2s.  6d. 
Domestic  Dictionary,  The.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  7s.  6d. 
Dor6  Bible,  The.     With  200  Full-page  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dor^. 

Cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  15s. 
Dore  Gallery,  The.     With  250  Illustrations  by  DoR]fe.     410,  42s. 
Dore's  Dante's  Inferno.     Illustrated  by  Gustave  DoR^.     With  Intro- 
duction by  A.  J.  Butler.     Cloth  gilt  or  buckram,  7s.  6d. 
Dore's  Milton's  Paradise  Lost.     Illustrated  by  Dor6.     4to,  21s. 
Dr.  Dumany's  Wife.     A  Novel.     By  Maurus  JdKAi.    7s.  6d. 
Earth,   Our,   and  its   Story.     By  Dr.  Robert  Brown,  F.L.S.      With 

Coloured  Plates  and  numerous  Wood  Engravings.  Three  Vols.  gs.  each. 
Edinburgh,  Old  and  New.  With 600  Illustrations.  Three  Vols.  gs.  each. 
Egypt:  Descriptive,  Historical,  and  Picturesque.  By  Prof  G.  Ebers. 

With  800  Original  Engravings.     Popular  Edition.     In  Two  Vols.     42s. 
Electricity   in   the   Service   of  Man.      Illustrated,     gs. 
Electricity,   Age   of.      By  Park  Benjamin,  Ph.D.     7s.  6d. 
Electricity,  Practical.     By  Prof.  W.  E.  Ayrton.     7s.  6d. 
Encyclopaedic  Dictionary,  The.     In  Fourteen  Divisional  Vols.,  I0s.6d. 

each  ;  or  Seven  Vols.,  half-morocco,  21s.  each  ;  half-russia,  25s. 
England,  Cassell's  Illustrated  History  of.     With  2,000  Illustrations. 

Ten  Vols.,  410,  gs.  each.  Revised  Edition.  Vols.  I.  to  V.,  gs.  each. 
English     Dictionary,     Cassell's.      Giving    definitions    of    more    than 

100,000  Words  and  Phrases.     Cloth,  7s.  6d.     Cheao  Edition.    3s.  6d. 
English  History,  The  Dictionary  of.     Cheap  Edition.     los.  6d. 
English    Literature,    Dictionary    of.      By    W.    Davenport    Adams 

Cheap  Edition,  7s.  6d.  ;   Roxburgh,  los.  6d. 
English   Literature,   Library   of.      By  Prof.  Henry  Morley. 
Vol.      I. — Shorter  English  Poems.     7s.  6d. 
Vol.    II.— Illustrations  of  English  Religion.    7s.  6d. 
Vol.  III.— English  Plays.    7s.  6d. 

Vol.   IV.— Shorter  Works  in  English  Prose.    7s.  6d. 
Vol.     v.— Sketches  of  Longer  Works  in  English  Verse  and 
Prose.     7s.  6d. 
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English  Literature,  Motley's  First  Sketch  of.  Revised  Edition.  7s. 6d. 

English  Literature,  The  Story  of.     By  Anna  Buckland.    3s.  6d. 

English  Writers.  By  Prof.  Henry  MoRLEY.    Vols.  L  to  VIII.    5s.  each. 

^sop's  Fables.     Illustrated  by  Ernest  Griset.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Etiquette  of  Good  Society,     is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Fairway  Island,  By  Horace  Hutchinson.  With  4  Full-page  Plates.  5s. 

Faith  Doctor,  The.    A  Novel.     By  Dr.  Edward  Eggleston.     7s.  6d. 

Family    Physician,    The.       By  Eminent  Physicians  and  Surgeons. 
Neiv  arid  Revised  Edition.     Cloth,  2is.  ;  Roxburgh,  25s. 

Father  Stafford.     A  Novel.     By  Anthony  Hope.     6s. 

Field    Naturalist's    Handbook,    The.       By   the    Rev.    J.    G.    Wood 
and  Rev.  Theodore  Wood.     5s. 

Figuier's  Popular  Scientific  Works.     With  Several  Hundred  Illustra- 
tions in  each.      Newly  Revised  and  Corrected.    3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Human  Race.  |        Mammalia.        |       Ocean  World. 

The  Insect  World.  Reptiles  and  Birds. 

World  before  the  Deluge.     The  Vegetable  World. 

Flora's  Feast.     A  Masque  of  Flowers.     Penned  and  Pictured  by  Walter 
Crane.     With  40  Pages  in  Colours.     5s. 

Football,  The  Rugby  Union  Game.     Edited  by  Rev.  F.  Marshall. 

Illustrated.      7s.  6d. 
Four  Years  in  Parliament  with  Hard  Labour.     By  C.  W.  Radcliffe 

CooKE.       Third  Edition,     is. 
France   as   It   Is.     By  Andr^  Lebon  and  Paul  Relet.      Witli  Three 

Maps.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
Garden   Flowers,   Familiar.     By  Shirley  Hibberd.     With  Coloured 

Plates  by  F.  E.  HuLME,  F.L.S.   Complete  in  Five  Series.  12s.  6d.  each. 
Gardening,  Cassell's  Popular.     Illustrated.     Four  Vols.    5s.  each. 
George  Saxon,  The  Reputation  of.     By  Morlev  Roberts.    5s. 
Gilbert,    Elizabeth,   and   her  Work  for  the  Blind.       By    Frances 

Martin.     2s.  6d. 
Gleanings  from   Popular  Authors.    Two  Vols.     With  Original   Illus- 
trations.    4to,  gs.  each.     Two  Vols,  in  One,  15s. 
Gulliver's  Travels.     With  88  Engravings  by  Morten.     Cheap  Edition. 

Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  cloth  gilt,  5s. 
Gun  and   its   Development,   The.     By   W.   W.   Greener.     With  500 

Illustrations.     los.  6d. 
Health  at  School.     By  Clement  Dukes,  M.D.,  B.S.    7s.  6d. 
Heavens,  The  Story  of  the.     By  Sir  Robert  Stawell  Ball,  LL.D., 

F.R.S.,  F.R.A.S.     With  Coloured  Plates.    Fo/>idar  E'iition.     12s.  6d. 
Heroes    of    Britain    in    Peace    and    W^ar.     With   300  Original   Illus- 
trations.    Cheap  Edition.     Two  Vols.,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  or  Two  Vols,  in 

One,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d. 
History,    A    Foot-note    to.     Eight   Years  of  Trouble   in   Samoa.     By 

Robert  Louis  Stevenson.     6s. 
Historic  Houses  ofthe  United  Kingdom.  Profusely  Illustrated.  los.  6d. 
Holiday  Studies  of  Wordsworth.   By  Rev.  F.  A.  Malleson,  M.A.  5s. 
Hors   de  Combat  ;  or,   Three  Weeks   in  a  Hospital.     Founded   on 

Facts.  By  Gertrude  &  Ethel  AkmitageSoui  ham.   Illustrated.  5s. 
Horse,  The    Book  of  the.     By   Samuel  Sidney.     With  28  Fac-simile 

Coloured  Plates.    Enlarged  Edition.   Demy  410,  35s.;  half-morocco, 45s. 
Houehton,  Lord  :  The  Life,  Letters,  and  Friendships  of  Richard 

Monckton    Milnes,     First    Lord    Houghton.       By  T.   Wemyss 

Reid.     In  Two  Vols.,  with  Two  Portraits.     32s. 
Household,  Cassell's  Book  of  the.      Complete  in  Four  Vols.     5s.  eack 

Four  Vols,  in  Two,  half  morocco,  25s. 
Hygiene  and  Public  Health.  By  B.  Arthur  Whitelf.gge,  M.D.  73.64 
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India,    Cassell's   History   of.      By  James  Grant.      With  about   400 

Illustrations.     2  Vols.,  gs.  each.     One  Vol.,  15s. 
In-door  Amuserrents,  Card  Games,  and  Fireside  Fun,  Cassell's 

Book  of.     Cheap  Editio7i.     is. 
Into    the    Unknown :    A   Romance  of  South  Africa.      By   Lawrence 

Fletcher.    4s. 
"I   Saw  Three   Ships,"  and  other  Winter's  Tales.     By  Q,   Author  of 

"Dead  Man's  Rock,"  &c.     6s. 
Italy  from  the  Fall  of  Napoleon  I.  in  1815  to  1890.      By  J.  W.  Probyn. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     3s.  6d. 
Kennel  Guide,  The  Practical.     By  Dr.  Gordon  Stables,     is. 
Khiva,  A  Ride  to.     By  Col.  Fred.  Burnaby.     is.  6d. 
'•  La  Bella,"  and  Others.    Being  Certain  Stories  Recollected  by  Egerton 

Castle,  Author  of  "  Consequences."     6s. 
Ladies'  Physician,  The.     By  a  London  Physician.    6s. 
Lady's  Dressing-room,  The.    Translated  from  the  French  of  Baroness 

Haffe  by  Lady  Colin  Campbell.    3s.  6d. 
Law,  How  to  Avoid.     By  A.  J.  Williams,  M.P.    is.     Cheap  Edition. 
Legends  for  Lionel.     By  Walter  Crane.    Coloured  Illustrations.    5s. 
Leona.     By  Mrs.  Molesworth.     6s. 
Letts's    Diaries    and  other    Time-saving    Publications    published 

exclusively  by  Cassell  &  Company.  {A  list  free  on  application^ 
Little  Minister,  The.     By  J.  M.  Barrie.     One  Vol.      6s. 
Locomotive  Engine,  The  Biography  of  a.     By  Henry  Frith.    5s. 
Loftus,  Lord  Augustus,  The  Diplomatic  Reminiscences  of,  1837- 

1862.     With   Portrait.     Two  Vols.,  32s. 
London,   Greater.     By  Edward  Walford.     Two  Vols.    With  about 

400  Illustrations,     gs.  each. 
London,     Old    and    New^.       Six     Vols.,   each    containing    about    200 

Illustrations  and  Maps.     Cloth,  gs.  each. 
London  Street  Arabs.    By  Mrs.  H.  M.  Stanley  (Dorothy  Tennant). 

A  Collection  of  Pictures.     Descriptive  Text  by  the  Artist.     5s. 
Mathew,  Father,  His  Life  and  Times.    By  F.  J.  Mathew.     2s.  6d. 
Medicine  Lady,  The.     By   L.   T.   Meade.     Author  of  a  "World    of 

Girls,"  &c.     Three  Vols.,  31s.  6d. 
Medicine,  Manuals  for  Students   of.    [A  List  forwarded  post  free.) 
Modern  Europe,  A  History  of.     By  C.  A.  Fyffe,  M.A.      Complete  in 

Three  Vols.     I2S.  each. 
Mount  Desolation.  An  Australian  Romance.  By  W,  Carlton  Dawe.  5s. 
Music,  Illustrated   History  of.     By  Emil  Naumann.      Edited  by  the 

Rev.  Sir  F.  A.  Gore  Ouseley,  Bart.      Illustrated.    Two  Vols.  31s.  6d. 
Musical    and    Dramatic    Copyright,    The    Law    of.      By    Edward 

Cutler,  Thomas  Eustace  Smith,  and  Frederic   E.   Weatherlv, 

Barristers-at-Law.     3s.  6d. 
Napier,  Life  and  Letters  of  the  Rt.  Hon.  Sir  Joseph,  Bart.,  LL.D., 

&c.     ByA.  C.  EwALD,    F.S.A.     New  and  Revised  Edition.     7s.  6d. 
National  Library,   Cassell's.     In  Volumes.     Paper  covers,  3d. ;  cloth, 

6d.     {A  Complete  List  of  the  Volumes  post  free  on  application.) 
Natural    History,    Cassell's    Concise.      By    E.  Perceval  Wright, 

M.A..  M.D.,  F.L.S.     With  several  Hundred  Illustrations.    7s.  6d. 
Natural    History,    Cassell's    New.      Edited    by    Prof.    P.    Martin 

Duncan,  M.B.,  F.R.S.,  F.G.S.     Complete  in  Six  Vols.    With  about 

2,000  Illustrations.     Cloth,  gs.  each. 
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Nature's  Wonder  Workers.    By  Kate  R.  Lovell.     Illustrated.     5s. 
Naval  War,  The  Last  Great.     By  A.  Nelson  Seaforth.     2s. 
Navy,  Royal,  All  About  the.      By  W.  Laird  Clowes.    Illustrated,     is. 
Nursing  for  the   Home    and   for  the    Hospital,    A    Handbook  of. 

By  Catherine  J.  Wood.     Cheap  Edition,     is.  6d.  ;  cloth,  2s. 
Nursing  of  Sick   Children,   A  Handbook  for  the.      By  Catherinu 

J.  Wood.     2s.  6d. 
O'Driscoll's  Weird,  and  other  Stories.     By  A.  Werner.    5s. 
Odyssey,  The  Modern  ;  or,  Ulysses  up  to  Date.     Cloth  gilt,  los.  6d. 
Ohio,  The  New.     A  Story  of  East  and  West.     By  Edward  Everett 

Hale.     6s. 
Oil  Painting,  A  Manual  of.     By  the  Hon.  John  Collier.    2s.  6d. 
Orchid     Hunter,    Travels   and    Adventures    of    an.       By   Albert 

Millican.     Fully  Illustrated.     12s.  6d. 
Our  Own  Country.    Six  Vols.    With  1,200  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  each. 
Out  of  the  Jaws  of  Death.     By  Frank  Barrett.     3  Vols.,  31s.  6d. 
Painting,  The   English    School   of.      Cheap  Edition.     3s.  6d. 
Painting,  Practical  Guides  to.     With  Coloured  Plates  :— 


Marine  Painting.     5s. 
Animal  Painting.      5s. 
China  Painting.    5s. 
Figure  Painting.    7s.  6d. 
Elementary    Flower    Paint- 
ing.    3s. 
Flower  Painting.     5s. 


Tree  Painting.    5s. 
Water-Colour  Painting.   5s. 
Neutral  Tint.    5s. 
Sepia,  in  Two  Vols.,  3s.  each  ;  or 

in  One  Vol.,  5s. 
Flowers,  and  How  to   Paint 

Them.    5s. 

People  I've  Smiled  with.  By  Marshall  P.  Wilder.  2s.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Peoples  of  the  World,  The.     In  Six  Vols.     By  Dr.  Robert  Brown. 

Illustrated.     7s.  6d.  each. 
Perfect  Gentleman,  The.  By  the  Rev.  A  Smythe  Palmer,  D.D.  3s.  6d. 
Phillips,    Watts,    Artist    and    Playwright.       By    Miss    E.    Watts 

Phillips.    With  32  Plates,     los.  6d. 
Photography  for  Amateurs.      By  T.  C.   Hepworth.      Enlarged  and 

Revised  Edition,     Illustrated,     is.  ;  or  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Phrase  and  Fable,  Dictionary  of.     By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer.     Cheap 

Edition,  Enlarged,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  or  with  leather  back,  4s.  6d. 
Picturesque  America.     Complete  in  Four  Vols.,  with  48  Exquisite  Steel 

Plates  and  about  800  Original  Wood  Engravings.     ^1  2s.  each. 
Picturesque  Australasia,  Cassell's.  With  upwards  of  1,000  Illustrations. 

Complete  in  Four  Vols.    7s.  6d.  each. 
Picturesque  Canada.     With  600  Original  Illustrations.    2  Vols.     :f  6  6s. 

the  Set.  ^ 

Picturesque    Europe.        Complete    in_   Five    Vols.       Each     containing 

13    Exquisite    Steel    Plates,   from  Original    Drawings,  and    nearly  200 

Original  Illustrations.    Original  Edition.    Cloth,  £21 ;  half-morocco, 

£31  los.  ;  morocco  gilt,  £52  los.   The  Popular  Edition  is  published  in 

Five  Vols.,  i8s.  each. 
Picturesque  Mediterranean, The.  With  Magnificent  Original  Illustrations 

by  the  leading  Artists  of  the  Day.  Compleie  inTwo  Vols.  ;f  2  2s.  each. 
Pigeon  Keeper,  The  Practical.  By  Lewis  Wright.  Illustrated.  3s.  6d! 
Pigeons,  The  Book  of     By  Robert  Fulton.     Edited  and  Arranged  by 

L.  Wright.  With  50  Coloured  Plates,  31s.  6d.  ;  half-morocco,  £2  2s. 
Pity  and  of  Death,  The  Book  of.     By  Pierre  Loti.     Translated  by 

T.  P.  O'Connor,  M. P.    5s. 
Playthings  and  Parodies.     Short  Stories  by  Barry  Pain.     5s. 
Poems,  Aubrey  de  Vere's.   A  Selection.    Edited  by  J.  Dennis.   3s.  6d. 
Poets,  Cassell's  Miniature  Library  of  the.     Price  is.  each  Vol 
Police  Code,  and  Manual  of  the  Criminal  Law.     By  C.  E.  Howard 

Vincent,  M.P.    2s. 
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Portrait  Gallery,  The  Cabinet.  First,  Second,  and  Third  Series,  each  con- 
taining 36  Cabinet  Photographs  of  Eminent  Men  and  Women.  With 
Biographical  Sketches.     15s.  each. 

Poultry  Keeper,  The  Practical.      By  L.  Wright.     Illustrated.   3s.  6d. 

Poultry,  The  Book  of.     By  Lewis  Wright.    Popular  Edition.    los.  6d. 

Poultry,  The  Illustrated  Book  of.  By  Lewis  Wright.  With  Fifty 
Coloured  Plates.     Neiv  and  Revised  Edition.     Cloth,  31s.  6d. 

Queen  Summer  ;  or,  The  Tourney  of  the  Lily  and  the  Rose.  With  Forty 
Pages  of  Designs  in  Colours  by  Walter  Crane.     6s. 

Queen  Victoria,  The  Life  and  Times  of.  By  Robert  Wilson.  Com- 
plete in  Two  Vols.     With  numerous  Illustrations,     gs.  each. 

Rabbit-Keeper,  The  Practical.     By  Cuniculus.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d, 

Raffles  Haw,  The  Doings  of.     By  A.  Conan  Doyle.     5s. 

Railway  Guides,  Official  Illustrated.  With  Illustrations,  Maps,  &c. 
Price  IS.  each  ;  or  in  cloth,  2s.  each. 


Great  Eastern  Railway. 
Great  Northern  Railway. 
London,   Brighton    and    South 

Coast  Railway. 
London     and     North-Western 

Railway. 
Railway  Library,  Cassell's.    Crown  8vo,  boards,  2s,  each. 


Great  Western  Railway. 
London     and      South-Western 

Railway. 
Midland  Railway. 
South-Eastern  Railway. 


Metzerott,  Shoemaker.  By  Kath- 
arine P.  Woods. 

David  Todd.    By  David  Maclure. 

The  astonishing  History  of  Troy 
Town.    By  Q. 

The  Admirable  Lady  Biddy  Fane. 
By  Frank  Barrett. 

Commodore  Junk.  ByG.  Manville 
Fenn. 

St.  Cuthbert's  Tower.  By  Flor- 
ence Warden. 

The  Man  with  a  Thumb.  By  Bar- 
clay North. 

By  Right  not  Law.  By  R. 
Sherard. 

Within  Sound  of  the  Weir.  By 
Thomas  St.  E.  Hake. 

Under  a  Strange  Mask.  By  Frank 
Barrett. 

The  Coombsberrow  Mystery.  By 
James  Colwall. 

Dead  Man's  Rock.    By  Q. 

A  Queer  Race.    By  w.  Westall. 

Captain  Trafalgar.  By  Westall 
and  LAURIE. 


The  phantom  City.  By  w.  Westall. 
Jack    Gordon,     Knight     Errant, 

Gotham,     18S3.      By    Barclay 

North. 
The  Diamond  Button.  By  Barclay 

North. 
Another's  Crime.    By  Julian  Haw- 
thorne. 
The  Yoke    of  the  Thorah.     By 

Sidney  Luska. 
Who  is  John  noman?    By  Charles 

HENRY  Beckett. 
The  Tragedy  of  Brinkwater.   By 

Martha  l.  Moodey. 
An  American  Penman.    By  Julian 

Hawthorne. 
Section  558;  or,  the  Fatal  Letter. 

By  Julian  Hawthorne. 
The  Brown  Stone  boy.    By  W.  H. 

Bishop. 
A    Tragic    Mystery.      By  Julian 

Hawthorne. 
The    Great    Bank    Robbery.     Bj 

Julian  Hawthorne. 


Redgrave,  Richard,  C.B.,  R.A.     Memoir.     Compiled  from  his  Diary, 

By  F.  M.  Redgrave,     ios.  6d. 
Richard,  Henry,  M. P.     A  Biography.    By  Charles  S.  Miall.    7s.  6d. 
Rivers   of   Great    Britain  :     Descriptive,  Historical,  Pictorial. 

The  Royal  River  :  The  Thames,  from  Source  to  Sea.  With  Several 
Hundred  Original  Illustrations.  Original  Edition,  £2  2s.  ;  Popu- 
lar Edition,  i6s. 
Rivers  of  the  East  Coast.  With  numerous  highly  finished 
Engravings.  With  Etching  as  Frontispiece,  42s.  Popjilar  Editioft, 
i6s. 
Robinson   Crusoe,    Cassell's    New  Fine-Art    Edition    of.      With 

upwards  of  100  Original  Illustrations.      7s.  6d. 
Romance,  The  "World  of.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  gs. 
Russia,  Through,  on  a  Mustang.     By  Thomas  Stevens.     7s.  6d. 
Russo-Turkish  War,   Cassell's    History  of.     With   about   500   Illas- 

trations.     Two  Vols.      gs.  each. 
Salisbury  Parliament,  Diary   of  the.      By  H.  W.  Lucy.     Illustrated 
by  Harry  Furniss.     2is. 


Selections  from  Cassell  ^  Covipany's  Publications. 

Saturday  Journal,  Cassell's.     Yearly  Volume,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 

Science   for   All.     Edued  by  Dr.  Robert   Brown.     Revised  Edition. 

Illustrated.      Five  Vols.     gs.  each. 
Science,  The  Year  Book  of.      Edited  by  Prof.  Bonney,  F.R.S.     7s.  6d. 
Sculpture,  A  Primer  of.  By  E.Roscok  Mullins.  With  Illustrations.  2s.6d. 
Sea,  The:    Its  Stirring  Story  of  Adventure,   Peril,  and   Heroism. 

By  F.  Whymper.     With  400  Illustrations.     Four  Vols.     7s.  6d.  each. 
Secret  of  the  Lamas,  The.     A  Tale  of  Thibet.     Crown  8vo,  5s. 
Shaftesbury,  The  Seventh  Earl  of,  K.G.,  The  Life  and  Work  of.  By 

EuwiN  HoDDER.     Cheap  Ediiion.    3s.  6d. 
Shakespeare,  The    Plays  of.     Edited   by   Professor   Henry    Morley. 

Complete  in  13  Vols.,  cloth,  2is.  ;  half-morocco,  cloth  sides,  42s. 
Shakespeare,  Cassell's  Quarto   Edition.     Containing  about  600  Illus- 
trations by  H.  C.  Selous.     Complete  in  Three  Vols.,  cloth  gilt,  £3  3S. 
Shakespeare,  Miniature.     Illustrated.     In  Twelve  Vols.,  in  box,   12s.; 

or  in  Red  Paste  Grain  (bo.\  to  match),  with  spring  catch,  2is. 
Shakspere,  The  International,     itdition  de  Luxe. 

"  KING  HENRY  VIII."     Illustrated  by  Sir  James  Linton,  P.R.T. 

(Price  on  application.) 
"  OTHELLO."     Illustrated  by  Frank  Dicksee,  R.A.     £3  los. 
"KING  HENRV'  IV."     Illustrated  by  Eduard  Grutznhr.  £3  ios. 
"AS  YOU  LIKE  IT."     Illustrated  by  Emii.e  Bayaro.  £3  ios. 
"ROMEO  AND  JULIET."  Illustrated  by  F.  Dicksee,  R.A.   Is  now 
out  of  print,  and  scarce. 
Shakspere,    The    Leopold.      With    400    Illustrations.     Cheap  Edition. 

3s.  6d.     Cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s.  ;   Roxburgh,  7s.  6d. 
Shakspere,    The    Royal.     With   Steel    Plates   and  Wood  Engravings. 

Three  Vols.     15s.  each. 
Sketches,  The  Art  of  Making  and   Using.     From  the  French  of  G. 

Fkaipont.     By  Claka  Bell.     With  50  Illustrations.     2s.  6d. 
Smuggling  Days  and  Smuggling  Ways;  or.  The  Story  of  a  Lost 
Art.      By  Commander   the    Hon.    Henky    N.   Shore,   R.N.      With 
numerous  Plans  and  Drawings  by  the  Author.     7s.  6d. 
Snare  of  the  Fowler,  The.     By  Mr.s.  Alexander.     3  Vols.,  31s.  6d. 
Social  Welfare,  Subjects  of.     By  Sir  Lyon  Plavfair,  K.C.B.    7s.  6d. 
Sports  and  Pastimes,  Cassell's  Complete  Book  of.     Cheaf>  Edition. 
With  more  than  qoo  Illustrations.   Medium  8vo,  992  pages,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Squire,  The.     By  Mrs.  Parr.     3  Vols.,  31s.  6d. 
Standard  Library,  Cassell's.     Stiff  covers,  is. 
Shirley.  Adventures      of      Mr. 

Coningsby.  Ledbury. 

Mary  Barton.  Ivaiihoe. 

Tlie  Antiquary.  Oliver  Twist. 

Nicholas  Wiekleby        Selections  from  Hood's 

(Two  Vols.).  Works. 

Jane  Eyre.  Longfellow's  Prose 

■Wuthering  Heights.  Works. 

Dombey  and  Son  Sense  and  Sensibility. 

(fwoVo'.s.).       Lytton's  Plays. 
The  Prairie.  Ta.les,  Poems,  and 

Night  and  Morning.  Sketches.  Bret  Harte. 

Keoilworth.  Martin  Chuzzlewit 

Ingoldsby  Legends,  (Two  Vols.). 

Tower  of  London.  The  Prince  of  tlie 

The  Pioneers.  House  of  David. 

Charles  O'Malley.  Sheruian's  Plays. 

Barnaby  Rudge.  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin. 

Cakes  and  Ale.  Ueerslayer. 

The  King's  Own.  Rome  and  the  Early 

People  I  have  Met.  Christians. 

The  Pathfinder.  The     Trials     of    Mar- 

Evelina,  garet  Lyndsay. 

Scott's  Poems.  Harry  Lorrequer. 

Last  of  the  Barons.         Eugene  Aram. 
Stanley  in  East  Africa,  Scouting  for.    By  T.  Stevens.  With 
trations.     Cloth,  7s.  6d. 


each;  cloth,  2s.  each. 
Jack  Hinton. 
Poe's  "Works. 
Old  Mortality. 
The  Hour  and  the  Man. 
Handy  Andy. 
Scarlet  Letter. 
Piekwiek  (Two  Vols.). 
Last  of  the  Mohieans. 
Pride  and  Prejudice. 
Yeilowplush  Papers. 
Tales  ot  the  Borders. 
Last  Day-  of  Palmyra. 
Washington  Irviug's 

Sketeh-Book. 
The  Talisman. 
Rienzi. 

Old  Curiosity  Shop. 
Heart  of  Midlothian. 
Last  Da.ys  of  Pompeii. 
American  Humour. 
Sketches  by  Boz. 
Maeaulay's   Lays   and 

Essays. 


IIlus- 


Selections  from  Cassell  ^  Company's  Publications. 

Star-Land.     By  Sir  R.  S.  Ball,  LL.D.,  &c.     Illustrated.    6s. 

Storehouse  of  General  Information,  Cassell's.  With  Wood  Engrav- 
ings,  Maps,   and   Coloured   Plates.     In  Vols  ,  5s.  each. 

Story  of  Francis  Cludde,  The.     By  Stanley  J.  Weyman.   7s.  6d. 

Story  Poems.     For  Young  and  Old.     Edited  by  E.    Davenport.      6s. 

Strange  Doings  in  Strange  Places.     Complete  Sensational  Stories.    5s. 

Successful  Life,   The.     By  An  Elder  Brother.     3s.  6d. 

Sybil  Knox:  or,  Home  A^ain:  a  Story  of  To-day.  By  Edward 
E.  Hale,' Author  of"  East  and  West,"  S:c.     7s.  6d. 

Teaching  in  Three  Continents.     By  W.  C.  Grasby.     6s. 

Thackeray,  Character  Sketches  from.  Six  New  and  Original  Draw- 
ings by  Frederick  Barnard,  reproduced  in  Photogravure.     21s. 

The  "  Short  Story"  Library. 


Noughts  and  Crosses.    By  Q. 

Otto  the  Knight,  &e.    By  Octave 
Thanet.    5s. 

Tou "teen  to  One.  &c.     By  Eliza- 
beth Stuart  Phelps.    5s. 
The  "Treasure  Island"    Series. 


Eleven  Possibl3  Cases.     By  Various 

Authors.     6s. 
Felicia.  By  Miss  FannyMurfree.  5s. 
The  Poet'd  Audience,  and  Delilah. 

By  Clara  Savile  Clarke.     53. 
Cheap  Illustrated  Editions.     Cloth, 


3s.  6d. each. 
Km?  Solonon's  Mines.     By   H.    I     The  Splendid  Spur.    By  Q. 

Rider  Haggard.  I     The    Mastsr    of    Ballantrae.      By 

Kidmpped.  By  R.  L.  STEVENSON.  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

Treasure    Island.      By    Robert        The    Black    Arrow.      By    Robert 
LOUIS  Stevenson.  |  Louis  Stevenson. 

Trees,  Familiar.     By  G.  S.  Boulger,  F.L.S.     Two    Series.     With  40 

full-page  Coloured  Piates  by  W.  H.  J.  Boot.     12s.  6d.  each. 
"Unicode":    the   Universal   Telegraphic   Phrase  Book.     Desk  or 

Pocket  Edition.     2S.  6d. 
United    States,    Cassell's    History    of  the.      By    the  late  Edmund 

Ollier.     With  600  Illustrations.     Three  Vols.     gs.  each. 
Universal  History,  Cassell's  Illustrated.     Four  Vols.     gs.  each. 
Vernon  Heath's  Reminiscences.     los.  6d. 

Verses  Grave  and  Gay.  By  Ellen  Thorneycroft  Fowler.  3s.  6d. 
Vicar    of    Wakefield    and    other  Works    by    Oliver     Goldsmith. 

Illustrated,     3s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
Waterloo   Letters.       Edited  by  Major-General  H.  T.  Sibokne,  late 

Colonel  R.E.     With  numerous  Maps  and  Plans  of  the  Battlefield.     21s. 
Wild   Birds,  Familiar.     By  W.   Swaysland.     Four   Series.     With  4c 

Coloured  Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 
Wild   Flowers,    Familiar.     By  F.   E.  Hulme,    F.L.S. ,  F.S.A.      Five 

Series.     With  40  Coloured  Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 
Wood,    Rev.  J.    G.,  Life   of   the.      By  the   Rev.    Theodore  Wood. 

Extra  crown  8vo,  cloth.     Cheap  Edition.     5s. 
Work.     An  Illustrated  Journal  for  all  Workmen.     Yearly  Vol.,  7s.  6d. 
World   of  Wit   and  Humour,    The.     With  400    Illustrations.     7s.  6d. 
World   of  ^Vonders.     Two  Vols.     With  400  Illustrations.    7s.  6d.  each. 
Wrecker,  The.     By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson  and  Lloyd  Osbourne. 

Illustrated.     6s. 
Yule  Tide.     Cassell's  Christmas  Annual,  is. 

ILL  US TRA  TED   MA GA ZINES. 
The  Quiver.    Enlarged  Series.    Monthly,  6d. 
Cassell's   Fatnilif    Mar/azine.     Monthly,  7d. 
*' Little   Folks"'  Ma (jnziue.     Monthly,  6d. 
The  Maffazlue  of  Art.     Monthly,  is. 

*'  Chnins."    Illustrated  Paper  for  Boys.    Weekly,  id.  ;  Monthly,  6d. 
Cassell's  Sata,r<lay  fTonrnal.     Weekly,  id.;  Monthly,  6d. 
Work.     Weekly,  id.';  Monthly,  6d. 

Cassell's  Complete   Catalogt'e,   containing  particulars  of  upwards  of 
One  Thousand  Volumes,  will  be  sent  post  free  on  application. 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Ludgate  Hill,  London. 


Selections  from  Cassell  &  Company's  Publications. 

§ibles  atttr  flcHgtoita  Morhs. 

Bible,  Cassell's  Illustrated  Family.     With  900  Illustrations.     Leather, 
gilt   edges,  £2  los. 

Bible  Educator,  The.    Edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Plumptre,  D.D., 

With  Illustrations,  Maps,  &c.      Four  Vols.,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Bible  Student   in  the    British  Museum,  The.      By  the   Rev.    J.    G. 

KiTCHiN,  M.A.     Netu  and  Revised  Edition,     is.  4d. 
Biblewomen  and  Nurses.     Yearly  Volume.     Illustrated.     3s. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress  and  Holy  War.     With  200  Illustrations. 

With  a   New  Life  of  Bunyan  by  the  Rev.  John  Brown,  B. A.,  D.D 

Cloth,  i6s. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.    Illustrated  throughout.    Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ; 

cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  Illustrations.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Child's  Bible,  The.     With  200  Illustrations.      150/A  Thousand.     7s.  6d. 
Child's  Life  of  Christ,  The.     With  200  Illustrations.     7s.  6d. 
"Come,  ye  Children."     Illustrated.     By  Rev.  Benjamin  Waugh.     5s. 
Conquests  of  the  Cross.     With  numerous  Illustrations.      Complete  in 

I'hree  Vols.     gs.  each. 
Dore   Bible.      With  238  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dor^.      Small   folio, 

best   morocco,    gilt   edges,   £15.     Popu'ar  Edition.     With   200  lUus' 

trations.     15s. 
Early  Days  of  Christianity,  The.     By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar, 

D.D.,  F.R.S.     Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.,  24s.  ;  morocco,  £2  2s. 

Popular  Edition.     Complete  in  One  Volume,  cloth,  6s.;  cloth,  gilt 

edges,  7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  los.  6d.  ;   tree-calf,  15s. 
Family  Prayer-Book,  The.     Edited   by  Rev.   Canon   Garbett,  M.A., 

and  Rev.  S.  Martin.     Extra  crown  410,  cloth,  5s.  ;  morocco,  i8s. 
Gleanings   after    Harvest.     Studies  and  Sketches  by  the  Rev.  John  R. 

Vernon,  M.A.     Illustrated     6s. 
•'Graven  in  the  Rock."     By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Samuel  Kinns,  F.R.A.S., 

Author  of  "  Moses  and  Geology."     Illustrated.     12s.  6d. 
"Heart  Chords."     A  Series  of  Works  by  Eminent  Divines.     Bound  in 

cloth,  red  edges,  One  Shilling  each. 
My  Bible.    By  the  Right  Rev.  W.  BOYD 

Carpenter,  Bishop  of  Ripon. 
My  Father.     By  the  Right  Rev.  ASH- 
TON  OXENDEN,  late  Bishop  of  Mont- 
real. 
My  work  for   God.     By  the  Right 

Rev.  Bishop  COITERILL. 
My  Object  in   Life.     By  the  Ven. 

Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D. 
My    aspirations.      By   the    Rev.    G. 

Matheson.  D.D. 
My  Emotional  Life.     By  the  Rev. 

Preb.  CHADWICK,  D.D. 
MV    BODY.     By  the   Rev.   Prof.    W.   G. 
BLAIKIE,  D.D. 


My  Growth  in  Divine  Life.    By  the 

Rev.  Preb.  REYNOLDS,  M.A. 
My  Soul.     By  the  Rev.  P.  B.  POWER, 

M.A. 
MY  Hereafter.    By  the  Very  Rev. 

Dean  BICKERSTETH. 
My  Walk  with  god.     By  the  Very 

Rev.  Dean  MONTGO.MERY. 
MY    AIDS  TO   THE    DiVINR    LIFE       By 

the  Very  Rev.  Dean  BOVLE. 
My  SOURCES  OF  Strength.     By  the 

Rev.  H.H.Jenkins,  M.A.,  Secretary 

of  Wesleyan  Missionary  Society. 


Helps  to  Belief.  A  Series  of  Helpful  Manuals  on  the  Religious 
Difficulties  of  the  Day  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A., 
Canon  of  Worcester.     Cloth,  is.  each. 


Creation.    By  Dr.  H.  Goodwin,  the  late 

Lord  Bishop  of  Carlisle. 
The   Divinity   of   Our    Lord.    By 

the  Lord  Bishop  of  Derry. 
The  Morality  of  the  Old  Testa- 


Miracles.       By   the     Rev.    Brownlov? 

Maitland,  M.A. 
Prayer.     By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth 

Shore,  M.A. 
'HE  atonement.     By  William  Connor 


MENT.        By     the      Rev.     Newman     '  M.igee,  D.D.,    Late    Archbishop    ot 

Smyth,  D.D.  1  York. 
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Selections  from  Cassell  ^  Company's  Publications. 

Holy  Land  and  the  Bible,  The.  By  the  Rev.  C.  Gkikie,  D.D.,  LL.D. 
(Edin.).     Two  Vols.,  24s.     Illustrated  Edition,  One.  Yo\.,  21s. 

Lectures  on  Christianity  and  Socialism.  By  the  Right  Rev.  Alfred 
Barry,  D.D.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Life  of  Christ,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S. 
Library  Edition.  Two  Vols.  Cloth,  24s.  ;  morocco,  42s.  Cheap 
Illustrated  Edition.  Cloth,  7s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  full  gilt,  gilt  edges, 
los.  6d.  Popular  Edition,  in  One  Vol.,  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  ;  cloth, 
gilt  edges,  7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  gilt  edges,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Marriage  Ring,  The.  By  William  Landels,  D.D.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition.     3s.  6d. 

Morning  and  Evening  Prayers  for  Workhouses  and  other  Institutions. 
Selected  by  Louisa  Twining.     2s. 

Moses  and  Geology  ;  or.  The  Harmony  of  the  Bible  with  Science. 
By  the  Rev.  Samuel  Kinns,  Ph.D.,  F.R.A.S.  Illustrated.  New 
Edition  on  Larger  and  Superior  Paper.      8s.  6d. 

My  Comfort  in  Sorrow.     By  Hugh  Macmillan,  D.D.     is. 

New  Light  on  the  Bible  and  the  Holy  Land.  By  B.  T.  A.  Evetts. 
Illustrated.    21s. 

New  Testament  Commentary  for  English  Readers,  The.  Edited 
by  the  Rt.  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester 
and  Bristol.  In  Three  Volumes.  21s.  each.  Vol.1. — The  Four  Gospels. 
Vol._  II.— The  Acts,  Romans,  Corinthians,  Galatians.  Vol.  III.— The 
remaining  Books  of  the  New  Testament. 

New  Testament  Commentary.  Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.  Handy 
Volume  Edition.  St.  Matthew,  3s.  6d.  St.  Mark,  3s.  St.  Luke, 
3s.  6d.  St.  John,  3s.  6d.  The  Acts  of  the  Apostles,  3s.  6d.  Romans, 
2s.  6d.  Corinthians  I.  and  II.,  3s.  Galatians,  Ephesians,  and  Philip- 
pians,  3s.  Colossians,  Thessalonians,  and  Timothy,  3s.  Titus, 
Philemon,  Hebrews,  and  James,  3s.  Peter,  Jude,  and  John,  3s. 
The  Revelation,  3s.      An  Introduction  to  the  New  Testament,  3s.  6d. 

Old  Testament  Commentary  for  English  Readers,  The.  Edited 
by  the  Right  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester 
and  Bristol.  Complete  in  Five  Vols.  21s.  each.  Vol.1. — Genesis  to  Num- 
bers. Vol.  II. — Deuteronomy  to  Samuel  II.  Vol.  III. — Kings  I.  to 
Esther.     Vol.  IV. — Job  to  Isaiah.     Vol.  V.  —Jeremiah  to  Malachi. 

Old  Testament  Commentary.  Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.  Handy 
Volume  Edition.  Genesis,  3s.  6d.  Exodus,  3s.  Leviticus,  3s. 
Numbers,  2S.  6d.      Deuteronomy,  2s.  6d. 

Protestantism,  The  History  of.  By  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Wylie,  LL.D. 
Containing  upwards  of  600  Original  Illustrations.     Three  Vols.  gs.  each. 

Quiver  Yearly  Volume,  The.  With  about  600  Original  Illustrations. 
7s.  6d. 

Religion,  The  Dictionary  of.  By  the  Rev.  W.  Benham,  B.D. 
Chrap  Edition.     los.  6d. 

St.  George  for  England  ;  and  other  Sermons  preached  to  Children.  By 
the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Worcester.     5s. 

St.  Paul,  The  Life  and  W^ork  of.  By  the  Vcn.  Archdeacon  Farrar, 
D.D.,  F.R.S.,  Chaplain-in-Ordinary  to  the  Queen.  Library  Edition. 
Two  Vols.,  cloth,  24s.  ;  calf,  42s.  Illustrated  Edition,  complete 
in  One  Volume,  with  about  300  Illustrations,  £1  is.  ;  morocco,  £2  2s. 
Popular  Edition.  One  Volume,  8vo,  cloth,  6s. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges, 
7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Shall  We  Know  One  Another  in  Heaven  ?  By  the  Rt.  Rev.  J.  C. 
Ryle,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Liverpool.     Cheap  Edition.     Paper  covers,  6d. 

Signa   Christi.     By  the  Rev.  James  Aitchison.    5=. 

"tsundaj',"  Its  Origin,  History,  and  Present  Obligation.  By  the 
Ven.  Archdeacon  Hessey,  D.C.L.     Fi/th  Edition.     7s.   6H. 

Twilight  of  Life,  The.  Words  of  Counsel  and  Comfort  for  the 
Aged.     By  the  Rev.  John  Ellerton,  M.A.     is.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  #  Company's  Puhlicaiions. 

(BtJitcatiottal  Morha  anti  ^tntrents'  iKatmals. 

Agricultural  Text-Books,  Cassell's.    (The  "Downton"  Series.)  Edited 

by   John    Wkightson,    Professor  of  Agriculture,     fully   Illustrated, 

2s.  6d.  each. 

Farm  Crops.    By  Prof.  WRIGHTSON.     Soils  and  Manures.     By  J.  M.  H. 
MUNKO.  D.Sc.  (Loiidont,  F.I.C..  F.C.S.     Livestock.     By  Prof  WRIGHTSON. 
Alphabet,  Cassell's  Pictorial.     3s.  6d. 
Arithmetics,  The  Modern  School,      By  George  Ricks,  B.Sc.  Lond, 

With  Test  Cards.     {List  on  application.) 
Atlas,  Cassell's  Popular.     Containing  24  Coloured  Maps.    2s.  6d. 
Book-Keeping.      By   Theodoke  Jones.      For  Schools,  2S.  ;    cloth,  3s. 

For  the  Million,  2s.  ;  cloth,  3s.     Books  for  Jones's  System,  2s. 
Chemistry,  The  Public  School.     By  J.  H.  Anderson,  M.A.     2S.  6d. 
Classical  Texts  for  Schools,  Cassell's.  {A  List  post  free  on  appiicat  ion.) 
Cookery  for  Schools.     By  Lizzie  Heritage.     6d. 
Copy-Books,  Cassell's  Graduated.     Eighteen  Books.     2d.  each. 
Copy-Books,  The  Modern  School.     Twelve  Books.     2d.  each. 
Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  Modern  School   Freehand.     First  Grade, 

IS.  ;  Second  Grade,  2S. 
Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  "  New  Standard."     Complete  in  Fourteen 

Books.     2d.,  3d.,  and  4d.  each. 
Energy   and   Motion.     By  William  Paige,  M.A.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
Euclid,  Cassell's.     Edited  by  Prof.  Wallace,  M.A.     is. 
Euclid,  The  First  Four  Books  of.  New  Edition.  In  paper,  6d. ;  cloth,  gd. 
Experimental  Geometry.     By  Paul  Bert.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
French,  Cassell's  Lessons  in.     New  and  Revised  Edition.     Parts   I. 

and  II.,  each  2s.  6d.  ;  complete,  4s.  6d.     Key,  is.  6d, 
French-English  and   English-French    Dictionary.      Entirely  New 

and  Enlarged  Edition.     1,150  pages,  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
French  Reader,  Cassell's  Public  School.    By  G.  S.  Conrad.   2s.  6d. 
Gaudeamus.     Songs  for  Colleges  and  Schools.     Edited  by  John  Farmer. 

5s.     Words  only,  paper  covers,  6d.  ;  cloth,  gd. 
German     Dictionary,    Cassell's     Nev/.        German-English,     English- 
German.     Cheap  Edition.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Hand-and-Eye  Training.   By  G.  Ricks,  B.Sc.  2  Vols.,  with  16  Coloured 

Plates  in  each  Vol.   Cr.  4to,6s.each.   Card.s  for  Class  Use,  5  sets,  is.  each. 
Historical    Cartoons,    Cassell's    Coloured.      Size  45  in.  x  35  in.,  2s. 

each.     Mounted  on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  rollers,  5s.  each. 
Historical  Course  for  Schools,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout. 

I.— Stories   from    English    History,    is.     II.— The    Simple    Outline   of 

English  History,  is.  3d.     III.— The  Class  History  of  England,  2s.  6d. 
Latin  Dictionary,  Cassell's  New.     Revised  by  J.  R.  V.   March  ant, 

M.A.,  and  J.  F.  Charles,  B.A.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Latin-English  and  English-Latin  Dictionary.   New  Edition.     3s.  6d. 
Latin  Primer,  The  First.     By  Prof.  Postgate.     is. 
Latin  Primer,  The  New.     By  Prof.  J.  P.  Postgate.    Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 
Latin  Prose  for  Lower  Forms.     By  M.  A.  Bayfield,  M.A.     zs.  6d. 
Laundry  Work  (How  to  Teach  It).     By  Mrs.  E.  Lord.     6d. 
Laws  of  Every-DayLife.     By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forstek,  M.P.     is.  6d. 

Special  Edition  on  Green  Paper  for  Persons  with  Weak  Eyesight.     2S, 
Little  Folks'  History  of  England.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
Making  of  the  Home,  The.     By  Mrs.  Samuel  A.  Barnett.     is.  6d. 
Map-Building   Series,    Cassell's.      Outline   Maps  prepared  by   H.  O. 

Arnold-Forster,  M.  P.     Per  Set  of  Twelve,  is. 
Marlborough  Books  : — Arithmetic  Examples,  3s.  Arithmetic  Rules,  is.  6d. 
French  Exercises.  3s.  6d.    French  Grammar.  2s.  6d.   German  do.,  3s.  6d. 
Mechanics  for  Young  Beginners,   A   Fir.st   Book  of.      By  the  Rev 

J.  G.  E ASTON,  M.A.     4s.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  S^-  Company's  Publications. 

Mechanics  and  Machine  Design,  Numerical  Examples  in  Practical. 
By  R.  G.  Blaine,  M.E.     With  Diagrams.     Cloth,  2S.  6d. 

"  Model  Joint"  Wall  Sheets,  for  Instruction  in  Manual  Training.  By 
S.  Barter.     Eight  Sheets,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Natural  History  Coloured  Wall  Sheets,  Cassell's  New.  i8 
Subjects.  Size  39  by  31  in.    Mounted  on  rollers  and  varnished.    3s.  each. 

Object  Lessons  from  Nature.  By  Prof.  L.  C.  Miall,  F.L.S.  Half 
cloth,  paper  boards,  2S.  ;  or  cloth,   2S.  6d. 

Perspective,  The  Principles  of.  By  G.  Trobridge.  Illustrated  Paper, 
IS.  6d.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.  ,,  -r.  ^  r^     o 

Physiology  for  Schools.  By  A.  T.  Schofield,  M.D.,  M.R.C.S.,&c. 
Illustrated.  Cloth,  is.  gd. ;  Three  Parts,  paper  covers,  5d.  each  ;  or 
cloth  limp,  6d.  each.  t.     ,        j  , 

Poetry  Readers,  Cassell's  New.  Illustrated.  12  Books,  id.  each ;  or 
complete  in  one  Vol.,  cloth,  is.  6d.  .        ^  ^ 

Popular  Educator,  Cassell's  NEW.  With  Revised  Text,  New  Maps, 
New  Coloured  Plates,  New  Type,  &c.  In  8  Vols.  5s.  each ;  or  Eight 
Vols,  in  Four,  half-morocco,  50s. 

Readers,  Cassell's  "Higher  Class."     {List  on  application.) 

Readers,  Cassell's  Historical.     Illustrated.    {List  on  application.') 

Readers,  Cassell's  Readable.     Illustrated.     {List  on  application.) 

Readers  for  Infant  Schools,  Coloured.     Three  Books.    4d.  each. 

Reader,  The  Citizen.  By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.  Illustrated. 
is.6d.    Also  a  Scottish  Edition,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Reader,  The  Temperance.    By  Rev.  J.  Dennis  Hird.    Cr.  8vo,  is.  6d. 

Readers,  The  "Modern  School"  Geographical.  {List  on  application.) 

Readers,  The  "  Modern   School."     Illustrated.     [List  on  application.) 

Reckoning,  Howard's  Anglo-American  Art  of.  By  C.  Frusher 
Howard.     Paper  covers,  is.  ;  cloth,  2S.     New  Edition,  5s. 

Round  the  Empire.     By  G.  R.  Parkin.     Fully  Illustrated,     is.  6d. 

Science  Applied  to  Work.     By  J.  A.  Bower,     is. 

Science  of  Everyday  Life.    By  J.  A.  Bower,     Illustrated,     is. 

Shade  from  Models,  Common  Objects,  and  Casts  of  Ornament, 
How  to.     By  W.  £.   Sparkes.    With  25  Plates  by  the  Author.    3s. 

Shakspere's  Plays  for  School  Use.    5  Books.     Illustrated.     6d.  each. 

Spelling,  A  Complete  Manual  of.     By  J.  D.  Morell,  LL.D.     is. 

Technical   Manuals,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout : — 

Handrailing  and  Staircasing,  3s.  6d. — Bricklayers,  Drawing  for,  3s. — 
Building  Construction,  2s.  —  Cabinet-Makers,  Drawing  for,  3s.  — 
Carpenters  and  Joiners,  Drawing  for,  3s.  6d.— Gothic  Stonework,  3s. 
— Linear  Drawing  and  Practical  Geometry,  2s. — Linear  Drawing  and 
Projection.  The  Two  Vols,  in  One,  3s. 6d.— Machinists  and  Engineers, 
Drawing  for,  4s.  6d. — Metal-Plate  Workers,  Drawing  for,  3s. — Model 
Drawing,  3s. — Orthographical  and  Isometrical  Projection,  2s. — Practical 
Perspective,  3s. — Stonemasons,  Drawing  for,  3s. — Applied  Mechanics, 
by  Sir  R.  S.  Ball,  LL.D.,  2s. — Systematic  Drawing  and  Shading,  2S. 

Technical  Educator,  Cassell's.    Revised  Edition.  Four  Vols.   5s.  each. 

Technology,  Manuals  of.  Edited  by  Prof.  Ayrton,  F.R.S.,  and 
Richard  Wormell,  D.Sc,  M.A.  Illustrated  throughout : — 
The  Dj'eing  of  Textile  P'abrics,  by  Prof.  Hummel,  5s. — Watch  and 
Clock  Making,  by  D.  Glasgow,  Vice-President  of  the  British  Horo- 
logical  Institute,  4s.  6d. — Steel  ar.ri  Iron,  by  Prof.  W.  H.  Greenwood, 
F.C.S.,  M.I.C.E.,  &c.,  5S.— Spinning  Woollen  and  Worsted,  by  W.  S. 
B.  McLaren,  M.  P.,  4s.  6d.— Design  in  Textile  Fabrics,  by  T.  R.  Ashen- 
hurst,  4s.  6d.— Practical  Mechanics,  by  Prof.  Perry,  M.E.,  3s.  6d. — 
Cutting  Tools  Worked  by  Hand  and  Machine,  by  Prof.  Smith,  3s.  6d. 

This  World  of  Ours.  By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.  Illustrated. 
3s.  6d. 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Lndgate  Hill,  London. 


Selections  from  Cassell  ^  Company's  Publications. 


goohs  for  ^0ititg  5?*^'^pl^' 

"Little  Folks"  Half-Yearly  Volume.    Containing  432  410  pages,  with 
about  200  Illustrations,  and  Pictures  in  Colour.  Boards,  3s.  6d. ;  cloth,  5s. 

Bo-Peep.     A  Eook  for  the  Little  Ones.     With  Original  Stories  and  Verses. 
Illustrated  throughout.   Yearly  Volume.    Boards,  2s.6d.  ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Bashful  Fifteen.     By  L.  1.  Meade.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d. 

Peep  of  Day.     An  Old  Friend  in  a  New  Dros.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d. 

Maggie  Steele's  Diary.     By  E.  A.  Dili.wyn.     2s.  6d. 

A    Bundle   of   Tales.      By  Maggie  Bkowne     (Author  of  "  Wanted— a 
King,"  &c.),  Sam  Browne,  and  Aunt  Ethel,    3s.  6d. 

Fairy  Tales  in  other  Lands.    By  Julia  Goudard.    Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

Story  Poems  for  Young  and  Old.     By  E.  Davenport.     6s. 

Pleasant  Work  for  Busy  Fingers.  By  Maggie  Bkowne.  Illustrated.  5s. 

Born  a  King.      By  Frances  and  Mary  Aknolu-Forster.     (The  Life  of 
Alfonso  XIII.,  the  Boy  King  of  Spain. )     Illustrated,     is. 

Cassell's  Pictorial  Scrap  Book,  containing  several  thousand  Pictures. 
Cloth,  2is.     Also  in  Six  Sectional  Vols.,  paper  boards,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The    Marvellous    Budget:    being  65,536   Stories  of  Jack  and  Jill. 
By  the  Rev.  F.  Bennett.     Illustrated.     2S.  6d. 

Schoolroom    and    Home    Theatricals.     By  Arthur  Waugh.     Illus- 
trated.    2s.  6d. 

Magic  at  Home.     By  Prof.  Hoffman.     Illustrated.     Cloth  gilt,  5s. 

Little  Mother  Bunch.  By  Mrs.  Molesworth.   Illustrated.  Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Pictures  of  School  Life  and  Boyhood.     Selected  from  the  best  Authors. 
Edited  by  Percy  Fitzgerald,  M.A.     as.  6d. 

Heroes  of   Kvery-day  Life.    By  Laura  Lane.     With  about   20  Full- 
page  Illustrations.     Cloth.     2s.  6d. 

Books  for  Young  People.     Illustrated.     Cloth  gilt,  5s.  each. 

The    Cliampion    of    Odin;     or,     |    Bound  by  a  Spell;  or.  The  Hunted 
Vlkmg  Life  in  the  Days  of  Witch  of  the   Forest.      By   the 

Old.     By  J.  Fred.  Hodgetts.  |  Hon.  Mrs.  Greene. 

Under  Bayard's  Banner.    By  Henry  Frith. 

Books  for  Young  People.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d.  each. 


*PoUy :  A  New-Fashioned  Girl.  By 
L.  T.  Meade. 

"Follow   My    Leader."      By  Talbot 
Baines  Reed. 
•The  Cost  of  a  Mistake.     By  Sarah 

Pitt. 
*A  World  of  Girls:    The  Story  of 

a  School.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 
Lost    among  White   Africans.    By 

David  Ker. 
For  Fortune  and  Glory:  A  Story  of 
the     Soudan    War.      By    Lewis 
Hough, 
*  Also  procurable  in  superior  binding,  5s.  each. 


»The  White  House  at  Inch  Gow. 

By  Mrs.  Pitt. 
»A  Sweet  Girl  Graduate.  By  L.  T. 

M  eade. 
*The  King's  Command :  A  Story 

for  Girls.  By  Magj^ie  Symington. 
Lost  in  Samoa.     A  Tale  of  Adven- 
ture in  the  Navigator  Islands.  By 

Edward  S.  EUis. 
Tad;  or,  "Getting  Even"  with 

Him.     By  Edward  S.  EUis. 
»The  Palace  Beautiful, 

Meade. 


By  L.  T. 


Crown  8vo  Library.     Cheap  Editions. 
By  C 


E ambles  Round  London. 

L.  Mateaux.     Illustrated. 
Around  and  About  Old  E  o  gland. 

By  C.  L.  Mateaux.     Illustrated. 
Paws  and  Claws.     By  one  of  the 

Authors  of  "  Poems  written  for  a 

Child."    Illustrated. 
Decisive    Events    in    History. 

Bv  I  homas  Archer.  With  Original 

lUus'rations. 
The  Tru^    Robinson    Crusoes. 

Cloth  gilt. 
Peeps  A  broad  for  Polks  at  Horn .;. 

Illustrated  tliroughout. 


Gilt  edges,  2S.  6d.  each. 
Wild  Adventures  in  Wild  Places. 

By  Dr.  Gordon  Stabl.s,  K.N.     Illus- 
trated. 
Modern    Explorers.        By     Thomas 

Frost.    Illuttraied.  New  and  Cheaper 

Edition. 
Early  Explorers.     By  Th(  mas  Frost 
Home  Chat  wi'r.  our  Young  Folks. 

Illustrated  throughout. 
Jungle,  Peak,  and  Plain.    Illustrated 

throughout. 
The  England  of  Shakespeare.    By 

E.    Goadby.      With    Full-page  lUus- 

trations. 


Selections  from  Cassell  ^  Company's  Publications. 
The  "Cross  and  Crown"    Series,      Illustrated.     2s.6d.  each. 


Freedom's  Sword :  A  Story  of  the 

Days    of    Wallace    and     Bruce. 

By  Annie  S.  Swan. 
Strong  to  Suffer:    A    Story  of 

the  Jews.     By  E.  AVynne. 
Heroes  of  the  Indian  Empire; 

or,    Stories    of  Valour    and 

Victory.     By  Ernest  Foster. 
In  Letters  of  Flame  :    A  Story 

of  the  Waldenses.     By  C.  L. 

Mateaux. 


Through   Trial   to    Triumph.      By 

Madeline  B.  Hunt. 
By  Fire  and  Sword:    A   Story  of 

the     Huguenots.       By     Thomas 

Archer. 
Adam  Hepburn's  Vow:    A  Tale  of 

Kirk  and  Covenant.     By  Annie 

S.  Swan. 
No.  XIII.;    or.  The  Story  of  the 

Lost   Vestal.       A    Tale    of  Early 

Christian  Days.     By  Emma  Marshall. 


'Golden  Mottoes"  Series,  The.    Each  Book  containing  208  pages,  with 
Four  full-page  Original  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  each. 


'  Nil    Desperandum."      By    the 
Rev.  F.  Langbridge,  M.A. 


'Bear  and  Forbear.' 
Pitt. 


By  Sarah 


"Foremost  if  I  Can."    By  Helen 
Atteridge. 
Cassell's  Picture  Story  Books. 

Pictures  and  Stories,  &c.     6d.  each. 
Little  Talks.  Daisy's  Story  Book. 

Bright  Stars.  Dot's  Story  Book. 

Nursery  Toys.        A  Nest  of  Stories. 
Pet's  Posy.  G-ood-Night  Stories. 

Tiny  Tales.  Chats  for  Small  Chatterers 


"  Honour  is  my  Guide."     By  Jeanie 

Hering  (Mrs.  Adams-Acton). 
"Aim  at  a  Sure   End."     By  Emily 

Searchfield. 
"He  Conquers  who  Endures."    By 

the   Author  of  "May  Cunningham's 

Trial."  &c. 


Each  containing  about  Sixty  Pages  of 


Auntie's  Stories. 
Birdie's  Story  Book. 
Little  Chimes. 
A  Sheaf  of  Tales. 
Dewdrop  Stories. 


Cassell's    Sixpenny    Story    Books.       All  Illustrated,   and  containing 
Interesting  Stories  by  well-known  writers. 


The  Smuggler's  Cave. 
Little  Lizzie. 

Little  Bird,  Life   and  Adven- 
tures of. 
Luke  Barnieott. 


The  Boat  Club. 

Little  Pickles. 

The  Elohester  College  Boys. 

My  First  Cruise. 

The  Little  Peacemaker 


The  Delft  Jug. 

Cassell's  Shilling  Story  Books.  All  Illustrated,  and  containing  Interest- 
ing Stories. 


Bunty  and  the  Boys. 
The  Heir  of  Elmdale. 
The      Mystery     at     Shoneliff 

School. 
Claimed    at    Last,   and    Roy's 

Reward. 
Thorns  and  Tangles. 
The  Cuckoo  in  the  Robin's  Nest. 
John's  Mistake. 
The    History    of    Five     Little 

Pitchers. 
Diamonds  in  the  Sand. 


Surly  Bob. 
The  G-iant's  Cradle. 
Shag  and  Doll. 
Aunt  Lucia's  Locket. 
The  Magic  Mirror. 
The  Cost  of  Revenge. 
Clever  Frank. 
Among  the  Redskins. 
The  Ferryman  of  Brill 
Harry  Maxwell. 
A  Banished  Monarch. 
Seventeen  Cats. 


Illustrated  Books  for  the  Little  Ones.     Containing  interesting  Stories. 
All  Illustrated,      is.  each  ;  cloth  gilt,  is.  6d. 


Firelight  Stories. 
Sunlight  and  Shade. 
Rub-a-Dub  Tales. 
Fine  Feathers  and  Fluffy  Fur. 
Scrambles  and  Scrapes. 
Tittle  Tattle  Tales. 
Up  and  Down  the  Garden. 
All  Sorts  of  Adventures. 
Our  Sunday  Stories. 
Our  Holiday  Hours. 
Albums  for  Children.      3s.  6d.  each. 


Indoors  and  Out. 

Some  Farm  Friends. 

"Wandering  "Ways. 

Dumb  Friends. 

Those  Golden  Sands. 

Little  Mothers  &  their  Children. 

Our  Pretty  Pets. 

Our  Schoolday  Hours. 

Creatures  Tame. 

Creatures  "Wild. 


The  Album  for  Home,  School, 
and  Play.  Containing  Storie'.  by 
Popular    Authors.      lUustratei. 

My  Own  Album  of  Animals. 
'With  Full-page  Illustrations. 


Picture  Album  of  All  Sorts.     With 

Full-page  Illustrations. 
The    Chit-Chat   Album.      Illustrated 
throughout 


Selections  from  Cassell  ^-  Company's  Ptihlications. 

"Wanted— a  King  "  Series.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d.  each. 
Great  Grandmamma.    Ry  Georgina  M.  Synge. 
Robin's  Ride.     By  Ellinor  Davenport  Adams. 

Wanted— a  Kine  ;  or.  How  Merle  set  the  Nursery  Rhymes  to  Kights. 
By  Maggie  Browne.     With  Original  Designs  by  Harry  Furniss. 
The    World's    Workers.      A   Series   of  New   and   Original    Volumes. 
With  Portraits  printed  on  a  tint  as   Frontispiece,     is.  each. 


Charles  Haddon  Spurgeon.     By 

G.  HoLDEN  Pike. 
Dr.  Arnold  of  Rugby.     By  Rose 

E.  Selfe. 

The  Earl  of  Shaftesbury.  By 
Henry  Frith. 

Sarah  Robinson,  Agnes  Wes- 
ton, and  Mrs.  Meredith.  By 
H.  M.  Tomkinson. 

Thomas  A.  Edison  and  Samuel 

F.  B.  Morse.      By  Dr.  Denslow 
and  J.  Marsh  Parker. 

Mrs.  Somerville  and  Mary  Car- 
penter.   By  Phyllis  Browne. 

General  Gordon.  By  the  Rev. 
S.  A.  Swaine. 

Charles  Dickens.  By  his  Eldest 
Daughter. 

Sir  Titus  Salt  and  George 
Moore.     By  J.  Burnley. 

David  Livingstone, 


Florence  Nightingale,  Catherine 
Marsh,  Frances  Ridley  Haver- 
gal,  Mrs.  Ranyard  ("L.  N.  R.">. 
By  Lizzie  AUdridge. 

Dr.  Guthrie,  Father  Mathew, 
Eliliu  Bux-ritt,  George  Livesey. 
Byjohn  W.  Kirton,  LL.D. 

Sir  Henry  Havel  ode  and  Colin 
Campbell  Lord  Clyde.  By  E.  C. 
Phillips. 

Abraham  Lincoln.    By  Ernest  Foster. 

George  Mulier  and  Andrew  Reed. 
By  E.  R.  Pitman. 

Richard  Cobden.    By  R.  Gowing. 

Benjamin  Franklin.  By  E.  M. 
Tomkinson. 

Handel.    By  Eliza  Clarke.  [Swaine. 

Turner  the  Artist.     By  the  Rev.  S.  A. 

George  and  Robert  Stephenson. 
By  C.  L.  Mateaux. 

By  Robert  Smiles. 


•»•  The  above  H'orks  (exciitdin.ir  RICHARD  COBUEN  rtni/ CHARLES  HADDON 
Spurgeon)  can  also  'e  had  i  hree  in  One  Vol.,  cloth,  trill  edges,  y. 
Library    of   Wonders.     Illustrated  Gift-books    for    Boys.     Paper,    is.; 
cloth,  IS.  6d. 
Wonderful  Adventures.  I  Wonders    of    Bodily   Strength 

Wonderitil  Escapes.  and  Skill. 

Wonderful  B  illoon  Ascents.        |  Wonders  of  Animal  Instinct. 

Cassell's  Eighteenpenny  Story  Books.     Illustrated. 


Wee  Willie  Winkie. 

TJps  and  Downs  of  a  Donkey's 

Life. 
Three  Wee  Ulster  Lassies. 
Up  the  Ladder. 

Dick's  Hero ;  and  other  Stories. 
The  Chip  Boy. 
Raggles,      Baggies,      and      the 

iJmperor. 
Roses  from  Thorns. 
Gift    Books    for    Young   People. 

Original  Illustrations  in  each. 
The  Bo.y  Hunters  of  Kentucky. 

By  Edward  S.EUis. 
Red   Feather:    a    Ta)e    of    the 

Amerieaia      Frontier.  By 

Edward  S.  KUis. 
Seeking  a  City. 
Rhoda's    Reward;    or,    "If 

W^ishes  were  Horses." 
Jack  Marston's  Anchor. 
Frank's    Life-Battle;    or,    The 

Three  Friends. 
Fritters.     By  Sarah  Pitt. 
The  Two  Hardcastles.    By  Made- 
line Bonavia  Hunt. 
Cassell's  Two-Shilling  Story  Books.     Illustrated. 


Faith's  Father. 

By  Land  and  Sea. 

The  Young  Berringtons. 

Jeff  and  Leff. 

Tom  Morris's  Error. 

Wortii  more  than  Gold. 

"Through  Flood— Through  Fire;" 

and  other  Stories. 
The  Girl  with  the  Golden  Looks. 
Stories  of  the  Olden  Time. 
By  Popular  Authors.       With  Four 
Cloth  gilt,  IS.  6d.  each. 

Major  Monk's  Motto.     By  the  Rev. 

F.  Langbridge. 
Trixy.     By  Maggie  Symington. 
Rags  and  Rainbows:    A  Story  of 

Thanksgiving. 
Uncle  William's  Charges;  or.  The 

Broken  Trust. 
Pretty   Pink's    Purpose;    or,    The 

Little  Street  Merchants. 
Tim    Thomson's    Trial.     By  Georgo 

AVeatherly. 
Ursula's  Stumbling-Block.    By  Julia 

Goddard. 
Ruth's    Life-Work.      By  the  Rev. 

Joseph  Johnson. 


Stories  of  the  Towei 
Mr.  Burke's  Nieces. 
Ma.v  Cunningham's  Trial. 
The  Top  of  the  Ladder :  How  to 

Reach  it. 
Little  Flotsam. 
Madge  and  Her  Friends. 
The  ChUdren  of  the  Court. 
Maid  Marjory. 
Peggy,  and  other  Tales, 


The  Four  Cats  of  the  Tippertooa. 

Marion's  Two  Homes. 

Little  Folks'  Sunday  Book 

Two  Fourpcuny  Bits. 

Poor  Nelly. 

Tom  Heriot. 

Through  Peril  to  Fortune. 

Aunt  Tabitha's  Waifa. 

In  Miscliief  Again. 

School  Girls. 


Selections  from  Cassell  ^  Company's  Publications 


Bound  in 


For  Queen  and  King. 
Esther  West. 
Tliree  Homes. 
Working  to  Win. 
Perils    Afloat    and    Brigands 
Ashore. 


Cheap  Editions  of  Popular  Volumes  for  Young  People 

cloth,  gilt  edges,  2S.  6d.  each. 
In  Quest  of  G-old;    or.   Under 

the  Whanga  Falls. 
On    Board    the   Esnicralda ;    or, 

Martin  Leigh's  Log. 
The    B,'  manee    of   Invention : 

Vignettes  from  the  Annals 

of  Industry  and  Science. 

The  "Deerfoot"  Series.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.    With  Four  full-page 
Illustrations  in  each  Book.     Cloth,  bevelled  boards,  2S.  6d.  each. 
The  Hunters  of  the  Ozark.  |        The  Camp  in  the  Mountains. 
I'he  Last  War  Trail. 

The   "Log  Cabin"  Series.     By  Edward  S.Ellis.    With  Four  Full- 
page  Illustrations  in  each.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Lost  Trail.  |  Camp-Fire  and  Wigwam. 

Footprints  in  the  Forest. 

The  "Great  River"  Series.      By   Edward    S.    Ellis.      Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo,  cloi'h,  bevelled  boards,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Down  the  Mississippi.  I  Lost  in  the  Wilds. 

Up  the  Tapajos ;  or.  Adventures  in  Brazil. 


The  "  Boy  Pioneer"  Series.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     With  Four  Full- 
page  Illustrations  in  each  Book.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Ned  in  the  Woods.    A  Tale   of    1     Ned  on  the  Biver.    A  Tale  of  Indian 
Early  Days  in  the  West.  |  River  Warfare. 

Ned  in  the  Block  House.    A  Story  of  Pioneer  Life  in  Kentucky. 


The    "World   in   Pictures."      Illustrated  throughout.     2s.  6d.  each. 


A  Ramble  Round  France. 
All  the  Russia s. 
Chats  about  Germany. 
The    Land     of    the    Pyramids 
(Egypt). 


Peeps  into  China. 


The  Eastern  Wonderland  (Japan). 
Glimpses  of  South  America. 
Bound  Africa. 

The  Land  of  Temples  (India). 
The  Isles  of  the  Pacific. 


Half-Crown  Story  Books. 

Little  Hinges. 
Margaret's  Enemy. 
Pen's  Perplexities. 
Notable  Shipwrecks. 
Golden  Days.  _ 

Wonders  of  Common  Things. 


Truth  will  Out. 

Soldier  and  Patriot  (George  Wash- 
ington). 

The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of 
Life.     By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Laudels. 

At  the  South  Pole. 


Books  for  the  Little  Ones. 

srm 
By 
Illustrated.    3s.  6d, 


Rhymes  for  the   Young  Folk. 
By  William  Allingham.  BeauiifuUy 


The  History  Scrap  Book.  With 
nearly  i.coo  Engravings.  5s.; 
cloth,  7s.  6d. 

The  Pilgrim's  Progress.  23.  6d. 


My  Diary.     With   12  Coloured   Plates 

and  366  Woodcuts.     Is. 
The    Sunday    Scrap    Book.      With 

Several  Hundred  Illustrations.    Paper 

boards,  3s.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
The  Old  Fairy  Tales.     With  Original 

Illustrations.       Boards,     Is.;     cloth, 

Is.tid. 


Cassell  &  Company's  Complete  Catalogue  will  be  sent  post 

free  on  application  to 


CASSELL  &  COMPANY,    Limited,  Lud^ate   Hill,  London. 
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